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ON THE DEATH ,OF A VERY YOUNG LADY» - 
BY BRIAN EDWARDS, ESQ. 


SCARCE had the tender hand of Time 
Maria's bloom brought forth, 
Nor yet advanc'd to Beauty's prime, 

Tho? ripe in Beauty's worth : | 


When Fate untimely ſeal'd her doom, 2h 
And ſhew'd, in one ſhort hour, 
A lovely ſky, an envious gloom, 
A rainbow and a ſhow'r. 
Vor. VI. B W RITTER 
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WRITTEN ON A WINDOW AT AN INN, UNDER 
SOME INFAMOUS VERSES, 


%%% Sd! dads © 7 7 Þ 
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WHEN Dryden's clown, unknowing what he 
ſought, „ | 

His hours in whiſtling ſpent, for want of thought, 

The guiltleſs* Oaf his vacancy of ſenſe | 

Supplied, and amply too, by innocence. 

Did modern ſwains, poſſeſs'd of Cymon's pow'rs, 
In Cymon's manner waſte their weary hours, 

Th” indignant trav*ller would not bluſhing ſee 
This chryſtal pane diſgrac'd by infamy | 

Severe the fate of modern fools, alas! 

Wben Vice and Folly mark them as they paſs : 
Like pois'nous vermin o'er the whiten'd wall, 

The filth they leave--ſtill points out where they crawl ! 


E. F . 
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-" BY THE SAME, 


Po ET, ſaid Chloe, with a laugh, 
Your Muſe ſnall write my epitaph. 
If, tombſtone-like,, my lovely maid, 
I were on that ſoft boſom laid, 
Fond love ſhould write, if you ſhould die, 
Both epitaph and elegy. 
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ON THE DEATH OF GENERAL MONTGOMERY. 


ET THE SAME. 


£ 


MoNTGOMERY falls! let no fond breaſt repine, 

"That Hampden's glorious death, brave chief, was 
thine, 

With his ſhall Freedom conſecrate thy name ; - 

Shall date her riſing glories from thy fame; 

Shall build her throne of empire on thy grave: 

What nobler fate can patriot virtues crave ! 


ODE For Tn NEW YEAR, 
BY THE SAME, 


Proh Curia inverſique mores ! Hor, 


GENIUS of Albion ! whither art thou fled! _ 


Thou, who waſt wont at Freedom's call to riſe, 


With thund'ring voice, and heav'n- directed eyes, 
And mock th” oppreflor's rage, or ſmite the tyrant dead! 
O ſtretch again thy ſaving hand, © 
In mercy to this groaning iſle ! 
No common ills thine aid demand; 
Corruption triumphs in her ſpoil ; 
Fierce Diſcord hurls her torch on high ; 
Nor public weal, nor ſocial tie 
; B 2 | & Can 


j E 37 
| Can fix the ſordid, ſelfiſh mind: 
Ambition breaks Law's feeble chain, 


| 

SwoPn Lux'ry leads her bloated train, 
| And Ruin talks behind! 

| II. 


* Beyond the rough Atlantic tide, 
5 Inſpir'd by Virtue and by Thee, 
1 Thy junior ſons ſtill dare be free; 
4 i Nor e'er ſhall ſubtle fraud divide | 
„ : The gen'rous band. Oh! while the tempeſt low'rs, 
* Reflect our cauſe is one that Freedom's foes are ours! 
| [ 4 IIT. 
| : Peace to thy ſhade, lamented King; 
1 Great Brunſwick, ſecond of thy race, 
1 Call'd England's happy throne to grace, 
„ What time fair Freedom made each valley ring. 
. From the cold tomb could'ſt thou ariſe, 
. fi How would this proſpect ſear thine eyes, 
oh And drive thee back in wild afiright ! | 
9 For lo! fierce iſſuing from their native north, 
iy | The howling furies murd'rous ſtorms ſend forth; 
| Glut the Gaul's proud revenge, and ſpread. vile | 
Slav'ry's night! : 
we — 8 
IV. 1 
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In vain, alas! thy gallant fon, 
On fam'd Cullo den's glorious field, 
Taught the proud trait'rous Scot to yield, 
And deathſeſs laurels nobly won, 
In vain rejoic'd th' admiring world, 
When our brave ſires, by Naſſau led, 
At tyrant- pow'r their thunders hurl'd, 
While the dark tyrant crouch'd and fled, 
No longer now, in patriot ſhackles bound, 

With fruitleſs wailing Envy bites her chain ; 
Oppreſſion leaps o'er Freedom's ſacred mound, 
And vainly Hampgen fought, and Sydney bled in vain! 

| 2 V. 

Lo! Saunders mingles with the mighty dead; 
No more th? avenger of his country's wrong: 

O'er his cold duſt let no weak tear be ſhed ; 
He wept, alas! that he had liv'd too long! 
O greatly glorious ! had he died | 

Ere ſet in darkneſs Britain's ſun ; 

Ere frantic rage and Stewart pride, 

That empire loſt his valour won! : 
What more, he cried, can adverſe fate require?“ 
Dying he ſaw his country's fame expire; 

Saw her bright croſs he late triumphant ſ. pread, 


Droop on the ick'nin g gale, and bluſh with deeperred! 
BY VI. 
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| VI. 


Hark ! thro? America's indignant ſhore, 


What groans for vengeance rend th? affrighted ſkies ! 


Foul impious War hath broken Nature's ties ; 
And Britain, terror of the world no more, 
Turns on herſelf, and drinks her children's gore ! 
Oh! quickly drop the murd”rous ſword, 
What horrors riſe around ! 
Can'ſt thou, ill-fated realm, afford 
With thine own blood to drench the ground. 
The vet'ran, yet untaught to yield, 
Reluctant views the death-fraught field, 
Conſcious of guilt would fain retreat, = 
And dreads ev'n vict'ry as defeat, _ 
In vain : ſtill o'er Ontario's flood. 
With ghaſtly ſmile, and blaſting eyes, 
Stern Alva's guilty ſpirit „ 
And ſnuffs the ſcented air, and rages ſtill _ Lloo ! 


VII. 


Hear how her ſons Iberia tells, 

Exulting as the tempeſt ſwells ; 3 
And faithleſs Gallia, with prophetic eye, 5 
Beholds thy golden ſtreams of Commerce dry, 
Or marks them for her own. ** O great event,” 
She cries, —** Thy ſhame and puniſhment, 
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6 Raſh, ruin'd rival! Now I ſee 
«© Thy palm of glory ſnatch'd by me; 
« That envied prize *, by Nature giv'n, 
& Which rais'd thy tow'ring front to Heav'n, 
« Spurn'd by thyſelf !—Oh ! ſpeed thy ling'ring fate, 
And to thyſelf be falſe,--to make my empire great!” 


VIII 


But Britain, happier fates are thine: 
Thy ſun ſhall yet unclouded ſhine ! 

A day (nor far remote) ſhall come, 

When, Rage diſarm'd, and Envy dumb, 
The pious child, her ſorrows o'er, 

Shall urge the loud complaint no more: 
Bur nouriſh (in her ſuff'rings bleſt) 


The expiring parent, from her breaſt ! 


For lo! Futurity her page unfolds : 
What floods of glory fill yon weſtern ſkies ! 

1 ſee, I ſee, the radiant forms ariſe, 
Where venerable Time fair Truth upholds, 
And awful Juſtice, her divine compeer, 
Exalts her gen'rous brow, and ſhakes her glitt'ring 
ſpear! 


* Commerce. 
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« Ye parricides, who broke the golden cords 
Of filial piety—maternal love; 
Ve perjur'd ſenators—ye venal lords, 
No curſe your damned deeds—for yengeance 
« dwells with Jo ve! 
«© America, no longer thou 
«« Shalt lift thy plaintive voice in vain ; 
« Nor Britain's ſons to ſlav'ry bow, 
Nor forge for others necks the chain! 
«© ?Tis Juſtice ſpeaks !*? above controul, 
Her thunders ſmite the guilty ſoul. 
See murder'd Sydney grimly ſmile, 
And virtuous Ruſſel bleſs her glorious toil ! 
Oh ſleep, ye ſacred ſhades ! in endleſs reft; 
The ſign of Mercy, beaming from the weſt, 
Kind Heav'n has giv'n ;—for o'er the patriot crowd 
Bright Conqueſt ſoars aloft--andclapsher wingsaloud 
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OCCASIONED BY THE DEATH OF ALICO, AN 
AFRICAN SLAVE, CONDEMNED FOR, REBEL- 
LION IN JAMAICA, 1765. 


(He is ſuppoſed to addreſs his Wife at the Place 
of Execution) 


J. 


f Tis paſt :—Ah! calm thy cares to reſt ! 
Firm and unmov'd am I ;— 
In Freedom's cauſe I bar'd my breaſt, — 
In Freedom's cauſe I die. 


—- 


II. 


Ah ſtop! thou do'ſt me fatal wrong. 
Nature will yet rebel; 

For I have lov'd thee very long, 
And lov'd thee very well. 


HI. 


To native ſkies and peaceful bow'rs, 
I ſoon ſhall wing my way 
Where joy ſhall lead the circling hours, 
- Unleſs too long thy ſtay, 


B 5 Iv. 


Oh ſpeed, fair un thy courſe divine; 

My Abala remove ;— " 
There thy bright beams mall ever mine, 
And ] for ever love! 


1 


On thoſe bleſt ſhores—a Slave no more! 
In peaceful eaſe P11 ſtray; 

Or rouſe to chace the mountain boar, 
As unconfin'd as day! 


VI. 


No Chriſtian tyrant there is Known 
To mark his ſteps with blood, 

Nor ſabſe. Mis'ry's piercing moan 
Refounds thro? ev 'ry wood. 


Vn. 


Yet have I heard the melting tongue, 
Have ſeen the falling tear; 

Known the goed heart by pity wrung, 
Ah! that ſuch hearts are rare ! 


„ 
VIII. 


Now, Chriftian, glut thy raviſh'd eyes 
—T reach the joyful hour; 

Now bid the ſcorching flames ariſe, 
And theſe poor limbs devour: | 


IX: 


But know, pale Tyrant, *tis not thine 
Eternal war to wage; 

The death thou giv'ſt ſhall but combine 
To mock thy baffled rage. 


, 


e 
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X. 


O Death, how welcome to th' oppreſt! 
Thy kind embrace I crave; 

Thou bring*ſt to Mis'ry's boſom reſt, 

And Freedom to the Slade ! 


ON READING BOLINGBROKE'S REFLECTIONS ON 
THE CHARACTER OF POPE, 


BY THE SAME. 


SOFT be thy ſleep, ill-fated bard! __ - 
Thuy virtue is thy ſole reward. | 
Alas! the lov'd, ſweet voice of Fame 
Is Folly ;—Friendſhip but a name! 
B 6 | Faſt, 
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Tnjurious meed! O'er him, whoſe eye, 
As light'ning kcen, made Dulneſs fly, 
E're yet was broke life's golden chain; 
(Bleſt fav'rite in the Muſes? train 1) 

Shall Dulneſs oa preſume to tread, 

And Envy mark him out when dead ! 


Curlt be the vain, falſe, coward ſlave, 
Who thus aims vengeance on the grave ; 
Thus breaks thro? Friendſhip's ſacred laws ;— 
— What ſatire, Pope, is thy applauſe !“ 


— 


TO LADY BOYNTON, CUTTING HER NAME IN 
THE BARK OF A TREE, 


BY- SIR GRIEFITH BOYNTON, 


* 


To penſive minds ſuperior truths helong, 
Whoſe facred precepts form the voice of ſong : 
They with ſoft Solitude ſweet converſe hold, 
And love the whiſper'd tale by Fancy told. 


While on this ſtem, (now conſecrate to Fame) 
Thou giv'ſt to future years the darling name, 
What crowding thoughts within my boſom move, 
Swell at my heart, and wake each ſenſe of love! 
F Alluding to te concluſion of his Eſſay on Man. 


This 


E 


This plant thy Damon, in life's fragrant morn, 

With ſoſt'ring hand ſelected from the thorn ; 
Faſt, with his years, the ſhooting ſcion grew, 
Nor mark'd the varied ſeaſons as they flew ; 
Together paſs'd with Time his ample round ; _ 
(Hark ! as you write, he gives the boding ſound) 
| His * © creeping hours,” in myſtic days of yore, 
Tun'd the ſweet reed on Avon's fairy ſhore : 
Then ill-rewarded worth, or fruitleſs love, 
| Sought, and found ſolace in the lonely grove z 

From prying eyes a willing exile ran, 
And all tir obtruſive intercourſe of man. 
| Revolve the paſt, we paint the coming years; 

The garlands Fancy wove Reflection tears; 
Their roſeate bloſſom moans its balmy prime, 
Borne on the fleeting wing of ruthleſs Time : 
Beauty awaits its all-involving gloom, 
Nor chears the wintry frown that ſhades the tomb: 
Yet be it mine; by Truth and Beauty fir'd, 
To praiſe thoſe charms which Lyttleton admir'd. 

* Shakeſpeare, As You, Like It. | 
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WRITTEN IN A COTTAGE AT PARK-PLACE, THE 
SEAT OF THE RIGHT HONOURABLE GENERAL 
CONWAY. 
2 1 
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THE works of Art let others praiſe, 
Where Pride her waſte of wealth betrays, 
And Faſhion, independent grown, 
Uſurps her parent Nature's throne, 

' Lays all her fair dominions waſte, 
And calls the devaſtation Taſte. 
But I——who ne'er, with ſervile awe, 
Give Faſhion's whims the force of law, 
Scorn all the glitter of expence, | 
When deſtitute of uſe and ſenſe. 
More pleas'd to ſee the wanton rill, 
Which trickles from ſome craggy hill, 
Free thro? the valley wind its way, 
'Than when, immur'd in walls of clay, 
It ftrives in vain its bonds to break, 

And ftagnates in a crooked lake. 

With ſighs I ſee the native oak 
Bow to th' inexorable ſtroke, 
Whilſt an exotic puny race 
Of upſtart ſhrubs uſurps its place, 
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1 
Which, born beneath a milder ſæy, 
Shrink at a wintry blaſt, and die. 
I ne'er behold without a ſmile 

The venerable Gothic pile, 


Which in our fathers? wiſer age 


Was ſhelter'd from the tempeſt's rage, 
Stand to the dreary north expos'd, 
Within a Chineſe fence inclos'd. 


For me, each leaden God may reign 


In quiet ger his old domain; 


Their claim is good by Poet's laws, 

And Poets mult ſupport their cauſe. 

But when old Neptune's fiſh-tail'd train 
Of Tritons, haunts an upland plain; 
When Dian ſeems to urge the chace, 

In a ſnug garden's narrow ſpace 

When Mars, with inſult rude, invades 
The virgin Muſes” peaceful ſhades ; 
With lightning arm'd, when angry Jove 
Scares the poor tenants of the grove, 


I cannot blindly league with thoſe, 


Who thus the Poet's creed oppoſe. 
To Nature, in my earlieſt youth, 
I vow'd my conſtancy and truth; 
When in her Hardwicke's much-loy'd Made 
Enamour'd of her charms I ftray'd : 
The Seat of P. Powys, Eſq» in Oxfordſhire, 
| | And 
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And as I rov'd the woods among, 
Her praiſe in liſping numbers ſung : 
Nor will I now reſign my heart, 
A captive to her rival art. 
Far from the pageant ſcenes of pride, 
She fill my careleſs ſteps ſhall guide, 
Whether by Contemplation led, 
The rich romantic wilds I tread, 
Where Nature, for her pupil man, 


Has ſketch'd out many a noble plan; 


Or whether from yon wood-crown'd brow, 

I view the lovely vale below. 

For when, with more than common care, 
Nature had ſketch'd her landſcape there, 

Her Conway caught the fair deſign, 

And ſoften'd ev*ry harſher line: i 
In pleaſing lights each object plac'd, 

And heighten'd all the piece with taſte. 

O Conway *! whilſt the public voice 
Applauds our Sov'reign's well. weigh'd choice, 
Fain would my patriot Muſe proclaim 


The Stateſman's and the Soldier's fame: 


And bind immortal on thy brow 
The civic crown and laurel bough. 
But tho? unſkill'd to join the choir, 
Who aptly tune the courtly lyre, 


* General Ccnway was at this time Sceretary of State. 


Tho! 


1 


Tho' with the vaſſals of thy ſtate, 

I never at thy levee wait, 

Vet be it oft my happier lot, 

To meet thee in this rural cot, 

To ſee thee here thy mind unbend, 

And quit the Stateſman for the Friend: 
Whilſt ſmiles unbought, and void of art, 
Spring genuine from the ſocial heart. 


Happy the Muſe, which here retir'd, 
By gratitude like mine inſpir'd ; | 
Dupe to no party, loves to pay, 

To worth like thine, her grateful lay ; 
And in no venal verſe commend, 
The man of Taſte and Nature's friend. 


ON BEING DESIRED BY LADY CAMDEN TO WRITE 
VERSES ON BAYHAM ABBY, THE SEAT OF 


JOHN PRATT, ESQ. NEAR TUNBRIDGE WELLS, 
BY THE SAME, 


I. 


D ow'T you (cries Clio jeering) now, 
Wiſh to recall a certain vow, 
| Which 
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Which late you raſhly made, 
When, in a pettiſh mood, you ſwore 
To leave off rhyming, and no more 
Invoke the Muſe's aid ? 


II. 


When young, by tender tales of love 
You wiſh'd young Celia's heart to move, 
And eager ſnatch'd the lyre, 
Help me, ſome friendly Muſe, you cried, 
Oh deign my artleſs hand to guide, 
My faylt'ring voice inſpire. 


III. 


And when you ſtrove in verſe to raiſe 

A trophy to your Conway's praiſe, 
His worth, his taſte expreſling ; 

Again, a ſuppliant to the Nine, 


I ſaw you bow before our ſhrine, 


Your languid pow'rs confeſling, 


* 5 * 


IV. 


But older now and wiſer grown, 
Theſe vain connexions you diſown, 


„ 
Our dictates you diſclaim, 
Fou ſcorn the Muſes? idle crew, 


You've bid them all a laſt adieu, 
And hate a borrow'd nam. 


v. 


Vet when in yon ſequeſter'd ſcene, 
With Contemplation's thoughtful mien, 
That hallow'd ground you trod, 
Where dloiſter'd monks with zeal inſpir'd) 
Far from the buſy world retit'd, > gk 
'To ſolitude and God: 55 


VI. 


I head your friends the lays demand,  - 

I ſaw you take the pen in hand 2 
Impatient to comply; 

I ſaw you rack your Jab'ring brains, * 

To form the dull deſcriptive ſtrains, 3 
Whilſt I ſtood laughing by. 1 


VII. 


Fain would I ſing (perplext you ſaid)j/ 
The lovely landſcape here diſplay d, 


Which -1 


— = 
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| Which charms each raviſh'd ſenſe z 
5 The ruin'd Abby's roofleſs iles, | 
And all the venerable ſpoils 
Of ſunk magnificence. 


VIII. 


f The verdant lawns, the wood - crown'd hills, 
The limpid lakes, the babbling rills, 
The lulling water-falls ; 7 
The flow'rs which blended odours ſned, 
The robes of mantling ivy ſpread 
Around the mould'ring walls. 


Sweet ſcenes! by Nature's pencil plann'd, 
Retouch'd by Taſteꝰ's judicious hand, ; 
Without the glare of Art; 
'Tho? raſhly I've abjur'd the Muſe, | 
Can ſhe, when ſuch the theme, refuls © % 
Her influence to impart 


X. 5 


Deſponding thus did you lament, l 
But could you hope J would relent, 
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And favour your approaches? 
Nay, ceaſe, unjuſtly (I replied) 
To tax me with contempt and pride, 

And load me with reproaches, 

; XI. 

Whene'er I bow'd before your ſhrine, 
You know that ev'ry pray'r of mine 

In empty air was loſt; 
I never ſought poetic fame, 
Truth ever was my leading aim, 

Sincerity my boaſt, 


XII. 
But could I hope to gain from you 
Thoſe pow'rs, which mark the choſen few, 
On whom you deign to ſmile; _ 
Could I ſuppoſe you would inſpire 
My boſom with a Churchill's fire, 
And elevate my ftile 2 


XIII. 
I'd fervently your aid implore; - 
I'd ſcribble doggrel rhimes no more ; 
But emulous of fame, 
Would grateful join a nation's praiſe, 
And decorate th' immortal lays 
With Camden's honour'd name. | 
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ON the 10th of January, 1777, the Comedy. of 
the Provok'd Huſband was ated, at a New 
Theatre, near Henley upon Thames, by the fol- 


| 
* 
| 
| 
| 


lowing perſons : 


Lord Townly, by Lord Villiers. 
Manly, 5 by Mr. Milles. 
Sir F. Wronghead, by Mr. Furye. 
Count Baſſet, by Lord Malden. 
Squire Richard, by Hon. Mr. Onſlow, 
Moody, . by Capt. Stewart. 


Poundage and Con- by} Capt. Churchill. 


{table, 
Ld Townly's ſervant by 


Manly's ſervant, . by 


Mr. Tutridge. | 
Mr. Hodges, jun. 


Lady 'Townley, by Miſs Hodges. 
Lady Grace, by Miſs Clarke. bt 

Lady Wronghead, by Mails Hervey. 

Miſs" Jenny, by Miſs P. Hopkins. 
Myrtilla, buy Miſs Hopkins. 

Mrs. Motherly by Mrs. Johnſon. 

Truſty, by Miſs N . 

o 


UPON | THIS OCCASION THE FOLLOWING. PRO- 
LOGUE WAS SPOKEN BY LORD VILLIERS.. 


MOST raw recruits, in times = of Peace appear 
To brave all dangers, and to mock at fear; 


But when call'd forth to tread th? embartPd plain, 
They fairly with themſelves at home again. 


Whilſt 
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But now, alas! the caſe is alter'd quite, 


„ 
Whilſt hardy vet'rans, long inur'd to arms, 
Hear, unappall'd, the battle's loud alarms. 


Thus we, unpraQtis'd in the ſtage's arts, 
Have, without fear, rehears'd our various parts, 
Talk'd wond'rous big of our theatric feats, 

And dar'd the cenſures of the vacant ſeats, 


When ſuch an audience opens on the ſight ; 
Garrick himſelf, in ſuch a fituation, 

(Tho? ſure to pleaſe) might feel ſome palpitation. 
Our anxious breaſts no ſuch preſumption cheers, 
Light are our hopes, but weighty are our fears ; 
So (for *tis now too late to quit the field) 

We to your judgment at diſcretion yield ; 

O then be merciful : the fault's not ours, 

If, with a wiſh to pleaſe, we want the pow'rs. 
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WRITTEN BY MR. COLMAN, FOR LADY WRONG- 
HEAD, AND ALTERED FOR MANLTs 


SPOKEN BY MR, MILLES. 


I FEAR the Ladies think my laſt night's dealing 
Betray'd a heart quite deſtitute of feeling; 
F ny Who 5 
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'Who to my married friends ſuch leſſons gave, 


So, doctor-like, I took an early round, 


The firſt, whoſe boſom grateful Friendſhip warm'd, 


'm now re-married to my noble ſpouſe; 


I! 
| 
| 
[| 
| 
? 
| 


«© Seven is the main I- that found muſt now expire, 
_<* Loſt at hot cockles, round a Chriſtmas fire. 
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As make each huſband think his wife a ſlave: 
And juſt ſtep in to tell you that I found 


My Lady Townly quite to health reſtor'd, 
And couſin Wronghead's pulſe is vaſtly lower'd ; 


Thus ſpoke the dictates of a heart reform'd : 
« Sick of my follies, faithful to my vows *, 


<< Ladies there are at this may feel remorſe, 
«© And find perhaps more charms in a divorce. 
c T've trod the giddy round, and don't deplore, 
That the gay dream of diſſipation's o'er : 
« But Lady Wronghead ftill bewails her fate, 
«© And ſighs for ſplendor, equipage, and ſtate. _ 
% Farewel, dear ſcenes, ſhe cried ; was ever wife, 
«© Born with a genius for the gayeſt life, 
% Like me untimely blaſted in her bloom 
„Like me condemn'd to ſuch a diſmal doom? 
% No London - when ] juſt began to taſte it; 

% No money — when I juſt knew how to waſte it. 
«© Farewel--the high · plum'd head, the cuſhion'd tete, 
„ Which takes the cuſhion from its prop'rer ſeat. 


The lines marked with inverted commgs were in the original. 


* Farewel 


FE 


| xe. Farewel--dear ſcenes, where late ſuch joys I knew, 


« D-efs, cards, and dice, I bid ye all adieu! 
| «© Thoſe j joys thus vaniſh'd, I ſhall taſte no more; 3 


For Lady Wronghead' 5 occupation's o'er, 


«© How ſhall I drag out life, and how, alas! 
Shall tedious country winter evenings pals.” 


Dear Ma'am, I ſaid, your groundleſs fears diſmiſs, 
have a thought—a new one—ir is this: 

Shall we come down, and tr; to act a play? 

A play !—and what d'ye think the wits will ſay ? 

« Unheard, with keeneſt ſatire they'll decry it, 
„Turn all to farce, and ſwear tis vain to try it,” 


Avaunt, ſuch wits ! who, with ill-judging ſpleen, 
Shall rudely ſtrive to blaſt the well- meant ſcene, 
Far happier he, his faults, like us, who ftops, 
And checks his follies when the curtain drops. 
No more in vice or error to engage, 
And play the fool at large on life's great ſtage. 


Vor. VI. | VV 


1 
PROLOGUE 


TO THE FRENCH -PIECE OF PYGMALION, PER- 
FORMED BY MONSIEUR TESSIER. 


SPOKEN BY LORD MALDEN. 


As ſome there are who may not know the ſtory, 

Which the French Poet means to lay. before ye, 

T'1] tell you in plain Englith what he ſays; 

A young unmarried Prince, in former days, : 

Long rail'd at wedlock, but could never find 

In all the ſex a woman to his mind: 

Some were too ſhort, and others were too tall; 

Too fat, too thin, there was ſome fault in all. 

Tir'd with the fruitleſs ſearch, at length, he cried, 

Art ſhall ſupply what Nature has denied ; 

TI make a faulileſs maid, So ſaid, ſo done, 

Juſt to his taſte he form'd a maid of ſtone; 

Th' enraptur'd artift as her charms he view'd, 

Stood by the magic of his art ſubdu'd : 

But yet ſhe was a piece of mere Vill liſe, 

And ſomething more he wanted in a wife, 

A wife he4hought ſome little warmth ſhould ſhare, 

(Are there none here whoſe wives have ſome to ſpare ?) 

He kiſs'd her oft; but, ah! how cold the kiſs, 

Eſpecially in ſuch a night as this. | 
. | WO Vain 


— 
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Hain was his art, (for do whate'er he cou'd) 

There was no comfort without fleſh and blood! 

ro Venus he addreſs'd his fervent pray?r, 
That ſhe would animate the obd'rate fair; 

For Venus can, whene'er ſhe will, impart 

A yielding ſoftneſs to the hardeſt heart. 

WHis pray'r was heard—to him ſhe turn'd her head, 

And o'er her limbs the glow of life was fpread ; 

Convinc'd at laſt, he feels her pulle beat high, 

And wanton ſeem' d to roll her am'rous eye; pi 

Loos'd was her tongue, ſhe was indeed a wiſe, 

And he no more complain'd e wanted 1; if. 


Lord Villiers admirably ſupported the very difficult 
haracter of Lord Townly, both as to voice, figure, 
action, and elocution : —He was eaſy, animated, and 
graceful ;—and perhaps the character never appeared 
o more advantage in the hands of any performer 
except Mr, Barry. If any part of his performance 
an be found fault with, he did not ſeem to cxpreſs 
ſufficient diſpleaſure in his countenance at his Lady's 
ondu& ; but that is not to be wondered at, as Lady 
illiers never gives him reaſon to practiſe it; and 
ithout practice it was impoſſible to be feigned, when 
he enchanting Miſs Hodges, in the character of 
ady Townly, was ſmiling beſore his eyes. 


j 


We beg both Meſſrs. Yates and Macklin's pardon, 
hen we ſay we prefer Mr. Fury to either of chem for a 
4 8 * Sip” 


C 


531 


Sir Francis Wronghead ; and if he could be prevailed 


upon to appear on either of the London Theatres, 
we would adviſe the Managers to loſe no time in | 


ſtriking a bargain with him. 


Mr. Milles, who filled the part of Manly, we are IM 
told frequently treads the ſtage at North Aſton ; but 


he is more uſed to Tragedy than Comedy: it is a 


pity that the prompter did not put him in mind he ] 


was acting Comedy that night; but we have been 


informed, that office was filled by a reverend Divine, 


who poſibly adviſed him to make ſo moral and fo 


grave an appearance. 


Tt is to be regretted, that Count Baſſet was not 


acted by a perſon leſs delicate in his principles than 


Lord Malden; for it required one more hackneyed in 
the ways of the world, to do the Count that juſtice 
which Vanbrugh intended him: however, let us not 
forget to ſay, that Lord Malden was generally 
thought to act as well as any of them, when he made 


love to Miis Jeany. 


Squire Richard was ſo well performed by Mr. 
Onſlow, that we really imagined Lord Villiers was ſo Þþ 
diſtreſſed for a gentleman performer, that he had 
been obliged to put up with one of his young 
tenants in the country. Mr. Onſlow did ſo totally 

_ diveſt 


-— << UG tw 0 


WT vet bimſelf of his own character, and entered ſo 
7 thoroughly into that of Squire Richard. 


E 


Captain Stewart, in the part of honeſt John M ody, 
was humorous and characteriſtic; both his dreſs and 


acddreſs were eaſy and natural: in ſhort, the Captain 
ſeemed to be perfectly at home in the character, 


though I ſuſpect, from his accent, that he was a little 


further north even than Vorkſhire. At the ſame 


time one would ſuppoſe, from his en box point, that he 
was not quite ſo far as the Cave of Pamiae, 


Mr. Hodges would have done Manly*s ſervant 


3 better if he could have kept his gravity; but he un- 
WF fortunately laughed too much at his maſter, 


Lord Townly's ſervant was a little too baſhful — 
We are told he has a. place at Court; ſo there are 
ſome hopes he will mend of that fault by the time 
he has been a little longer there, | 


So much for the Gentlemen ; now for the Ladies, 
Mi's Hodges made an incomparable Lacy 
Townly: It is but common juſtice to ſay, that this 
Lady performed her part in a ſtile far ſuperior to any 
thing we have ever ſeen on the Theatres. The 
beauty of her face, the melody of her voice, the 
2 elegance 


„ 
elegance of her perſon; her eyes amazingly ex. 
preſſive! her eaſy yet graccful deportment, were ſuch | 


as have never been united in any female who was an 


aQreſs by profeſſion: One might juſtly ſay with Wi 
Milton—** Grace was in all her ſteps, Heaven in her | 
ee; in every 1 dignity and ſpirit !”? 


Mis Harvey, i Lady Wronghead, was as natural 
as could be expected from a maiden Lady, who was to 
appear the mother of ſuch well grown children ; and 
the truly maternal affeQion ſhe ſeemed to ſhew them, 
makes one regret that ſhe has none of her own :—Tf 
ſhe perform that part again, we would recommend 
leſs motion of her body and eyes, and more of her 


arms, 


— 


Modeſty, and the ſober joys of domeſtic life, could 
not be better expreſſed than by Miſs Clarke, in Lady 
Grace, We wiil not ſay ſhe was without a fault; 
for ſhe did not expreſs near e of feeling for her 


friend Lad Ly N 


The two Miſs Hopkins“ we have ſeen to more 
advantage in various characters; but, perhaps, they 
did not think it neceſſary to exert themſelves 3 in a 


country company. 
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Monſieur le Teſſier might with great reaſon be 
diſſatisfied, .if we were to conclude without paying 
him that compliment which is due to his merit in the 
after-piece of Pygmalion; we could enlarge upon 
it with pleaſure, were not Mr. Garrick alive; but 
as he is, and we hope will long continue, we would 


not, by invidious compariſons, diſpleaſe one by 
whom we have been ſo often pleaſed ; however, thus 


much we muſt ſay, that for juft, natural, lively, ex- 
preſſive, animated action, we never ſaw any rival or 
competitor to our Engliſh Roſcius, at leaſt none that 
ought to give him the ſmalleſt degree of eh 
but Monſieur le Teſſier. 


After the play, Lord Villiers entertained the com- 


pany with a moſt elegant and ſumptuous ſupper, and 


a ball. There was a profuſion of the choiceſt wines, 
and moſt exquiſite viands; and it was a very doubtful 
point with the company, which they ſhould moſt 
admire, his Lordſhips's elegant taſte, his engaging 
affability, or his unbounded hoſpitality, 


Every part of the entertainment was conducted 


with the greateſt propriety; and the moſt polite 
attention was paid to every perſon preſent, 
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SAID TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN BY LADY 
E, ON SEEIAG THE PADLOCK ® 


PERFORMED AT WESTON, THE SEAT OF SIR 


HENRY BRIDGMAN, BART. 


IN Albion's Iſle, dere hoary Time grew old, 
The fairies wiſh'd a midnight ſeaſt to hold; 
A council call'd of elves and fairy ſprites, 
| The gliding revellers of ſtar-light nights: 
| The ſubject ſtrange requires a nice debate 
To folve new doubts, and ev'ry caution ſtate ; 
Where they ſhould hold their gaily ſportive rites, 
Their ſears all calm'd, the fairy queen invites; 
To Weſton's woods the bidden gueſts repair, 
Enchanting ſeat! of all that's wiſely fair. 
The rural ſcene with wonder they reviſe, 
Eclips'd by nought but fair Eliza's eyes; 
Her pleaſing form, and gentle winning grace, 
Breathe gay delight, ſerene, o'er ev'ry place; 
Redundant ſmiles her dimpled cheeks diſplay, 
| And ſteal een Envy's venom'd thafts away. 


—— 
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| * Leonors; - Mifs Pigott, ) Daughters of Lord 
Mungo, Miſs Pigott, P'igot. 
Leander, - Maier Henry Bridgman. 
Vr.iula, - Miſs Bridgman 


T 4 —9 L — — 2. 


—— —.ů — ———— — — — 


Fairies 


— — 2 — wary >; 
« w- * - 
— . . ˙—— . , re — GY 
— 
—9 * 
o _— 8 


* . St 


FO oe, > N e e I 
4 2 WM „ ths ORE 
7 OS 2 £ Mo Ln Bd — K 


0 25 
__— 
2 Y : 
8 
en 
7 
{Re 
7 
i 
TER 
8 2 
5 » 
Poo. p 
ts = 
2 
BY 5. 
N 25 
8 3 
3 
8 
. 5 5 
2 
5 
. 
7 
* Path 
FA 
DEN 
* * 
Sa 
* Y - 


5 3759 
Fairies and jealous mortals joint!y own, 
The roſe not half ſo fragrant, newly blown; 


That Hybla's ſweets amidſt her treſſes play; 
She ſofter, milder, ſweeter far than they. 


The Fairy Queen reluctant feels her powir, 


And ſteals to reſt beneath a hawthorn flow'r: 
Firſt bids her train the fair Eliza tend, 


Guard o'er her charms, and to them awful bend. 
Pleas'd with the charge, the blooming loves advance, 


They ſing, they play, they weave the twining dance; 


They firſt relate Diego's ill-ſtarr'd fate, 

In age lamentivg for a youthful mate. 

Next they rehearſe the pangs of Henry's love, 
In trains as ſmooth as Cytherea's dove; 
Thou lovely boy, no future pain ſhall own, 
Love's pointed arrow ſhall by thee be thrown, 
And Leonora love but thee alone. 


Aid me, ye Nine, with ſorightly lines to grace 
The well ſtole looks of Mungo's merry pace. 
Nor let the careful Urſula bemoan, 

I. ly lays requite all merit ſave her own. 

You prov'd that Nature yet could rival Art, 
For ſenſe and judgment grac'd your perfect part, 
O beauteous maid, receive my humble pray'r; 
May Fate ſtill mark you fortunate as fair: 
ay you in each new ſcene of buſy life, 


Play well the part of daughter, mother, wife; 


C6 Receive 


By all regretted, and by all admir'd. 


(85 ] 
Receive th' applauſe your merits juſtly claim, 
And yield to none in virtue or in fame. 
In that firſt page let Patſhull's ſyren ſhine, 


Her air prevailing, and her voice divine; 


Her dulcet lays and warbling notes proclaim 

Her blitheſt Philomel of Weſton's plain. 

May Fairy pow'rs theſe pleaſing ſtrains requite, 
Strew fragrant flow'rs, and tend your flocks by night; 
Shed o'er your virgin hours content and reſt, 

And chace each aching ſorrow from your breaſt. 


The maſque was ended and the buſy crew, 
Eager of praiſe, to fair Eliza flew, 
With grace benign, to each ſhe juſt decrees 
That with the wiſh they gain'd the pow'r to pleaſe 
That each to Mab one acorn-cup ſhould bear, 
To prove their, merit bore an equal ſhare : 
O'er the pale green they trip, and bounding ſtray, 
No ſportive fawn ſo innocent and gay; 
To the arch'd bow'r their acorn goblets bear, 
And wake their Queen, new conqueſts to declare, 
Focund the ſprings, with joy their tribute views, 
Fills them with æther and ambroſial dews ; 
Then leads the ſeſtive dance by Cynthia's light, 


— 


And by approving dees their toils requite: 


Quick o'er their eye-lids ſheds their languid juice, 
Diſtill'd rom cowſlips for lov'd Oberon's uſe; 
To balmy ſleep they drop, by Mab inſpir'd, 


PROLOGUE 


* 


i "588 3 


39 J 


P RO T GW 2 
TO ALL FOR LOVE, ACTED AT BLENHEIM-HOUSE, 
IN THE SUMMER 1718. WRITTEN BY BISHOP 
HOADLEY, AND SPOKEN BY, LADY BATEMAN, 
WHO ACTED CLEOPATRA. 


W HILE ancient dames and heroes in us live, 
And ſcenes of Love and War we here revive ; ; 
Greater in each, in each more fortunate, | 
Than all that ever ages paſt call'd great; 

O Marlbro? ! think not wrong that I thee name, 
And firſt do homage to thy brighter fame. 
Beauty and Virtue with each other ſtrove 

To move and recompence thy early love; 

Beauty which Egypt's Queen could never boaſt, 
And Virtue ſhe ne'er knew, or quickly loft : 

A ſoul ſo form'd and cloath'd Heav'n muſt deſign, 
For ſuch a ſoul, and ſuch a form as thine, 


But call'd from ſoft repoſe, and Beauty's charms, 
Thy louder fame is ſpoke in feats of arms. 
The fabled ſtories of great Philip's ſon, 
By thy great deeds the world has ſeen outdone ; 
The Cæſars that Rome boaſted yield their bays, 
And ow in allies, thy ſuperior praiſe : 


c 6 | ; They 
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They fought the empire of the world to gain, 

But thou to break the haughty tyrant's chain; 

They fought t' enſlave mankind, but thou to free 

Whole nations from deteſted flavery : 

Their guilty paths to grandeur taught to hate 

*« By Virtue, nor bluſh for being great.” 

This heap of ſtones which Blenheim's has, 

Roſe in this form, a monument to thy name: 
This heap of ſtones muſt crumble into ſand, 

But thy great name ſhall thro? all ages ſtand. 

In Fate's dark book I ſee thy long-liv'd name, 

And thus the certain phrophecy proclaim : 

„ One ſhall ariſe who ſhall thy deeds rehearſe, 

Not in arch'd roofs, or in ſuſpected verſe, 

Hut in plain annals of each glorious year, 

Wich pomp of Truth the ſtory ſhall appear: 

„Long after Blenheim's walls ſhall moulder'd lie, 

« Or, blown by winds, to diſtant countries fly, 

„ By him hall thy great actions all ſurvive, 

„ And * thy name ſhall his be taught to live.” 


ene chi vent of life ; ſarvey 
Thoſe years of glory which can ne'er decay 
Enjoy the beſt reward below allow'd, 
The mem'ry of paſt ations great and good 
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WRITTEN ON SEEING LADY EAST PERFORM THE 
CHARACTER OF ALMERIA, IN-THE MOURNING 
BRIDE, AT SIR WILLIAM EAST'S THEATRE, 
AT HULL-PLACE, IN BERKS. 


IN poliſh'd Eaſt's fair frame behold 
All that the Poets ſeign'd of old; 
Her form as elegant and true 

As ever Grecian artiſt drew; 

Her treſſes Nature's colour wear, 
Which ſhew her iv'ry neck more fair, 
Muſic and energy unite 

To make her accents breathe delight: 
We feel her ſympathetic pow'rs, 

And all Almeria's woes are ours, 


ON THE QUEEN'S PRESENTING MRS. THOMAS, 
THE BISHOP OF WINCHESTER'S LADY, WITH 
A HORSE AND CABRIOLE CHAIR, FOR HER 
AIRINGS IN FARNHAM-PARK.  / | I 
5 AN NO 1778. 
1 H O' Snip the beſt of Queens forſakes, 
To ſtarve he's in no danger: 


1 42 ] 
At Court may be the higheſt racks, 
But here's as deep a manger. 


The Biſhop, good and kind-to all, 
Will keep him fat and thriving ; 
Already he has got a ſtall, 
And will have a good living. 


> 
A 


; \ 
INSCRIPTION FOR A BENCH BENEATH A A- 
 VOURITE TREE. 8 


* 


AY | AV AUNT! ye noiſy ſons of wine, 
Nor round your brows y roſes twine : E 
| T was not for you that Flora here = 
5 Beſtow'd thoſe beauties of the year. 8 


: But ye, who ſocial converſe love, 
! Or ye whom ſofter paſſions move, 
Come paſs with me the careleſs day, 
Or in my groves in freedom ſtray. 


For yc# this verdant turf is ſpread, 

For you this beech here rears its head, 
For yen has Flora ſcatter'd here 
The varied beauties of the year. 


IN 


tal 


IN THE CHURCH-YARD OF BROMLEY, IN KENT. 


WRITTEN BY THE LATE JOHN HAWKESWORTH, 
(BOL Dy 1 55 


Near this place lies the body of 
ELIZABETH MONK 
who departed this life on the 17th day of Aug. 1753, 
aged 101. 
She was thewidow of John Monk, late of this pariſh, 
blackſmith, 
her ſecond huſband, 
to whom ſhe had been a wife near fifty years. 
By him ſhe had no children; 
and of the iſſue of her firſt marriage none lived to the 
ſecond. —— e 
But virtue 
would not ſuffer her to be childleſs. 
An infant, to whom, and to whoſe father and uncles, 
ſhe had been nurſe, 

(ſuch is the uncertainty of temporal poſterity !) 
became dependent upon ſtrangers for the neceſſaries of 
life; 
to him ſhe afforded the protection of a mother. 
This parental charity was returned with filial affection; 
and ſhe was ſupported in the feebleneſs of age 
by him whom ſhe had cheriſhed in the en of 
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„ LET IT BE REMEMBERED, 
That there is no ſtation in which induſtry will not 

| obtain power to be liberal, 
nor any character on which liberality will not confer 

„ 
She had been long prepared, 
by a ſimple and unaffected piety, 
for that awful moment which, however delayed, is 
: univerſally ſure. 
How few are allowed an equal time of probation ' 


How many by their lives appear to preſume upon more! 


To preſerve the memory of this perſon, 
but yet more to perpetuate the leſſon of her life, 
this Stone was erected by voluntary contribution. 


IN THE CATHEDRAL AT BRISTOL. 


IN MEMORY OF MRS. MASON, WHO DIED AT THE 


HOTWELLS, IN 1707, 


'T AKE, holy earth, all that my ſoul holds dear, 
Take that beſt gift which Heav'n ſo lately gave : 
To Briſtol's fount I bore, with trembling care, 
Her faded form: ſhe bow'd to taſte the wave, 


Aud 


| [45-3 = c 
And died. Does youth, does beauty, read the line? 


Does ſympathetic fear their breaſts alarm ? 
Speak, dead Maria! breathe a ſtrain divine: 

Ev'n from the grave thou ſhalt have pow'rto charm: 
Bid them be chaſte, be innocent, like thee ; 

Bid them in duty's ſphere as meekly move; 
And, if ſo fair, from vanity as free, 

As firm in Friendſhip, and as fond in Love: 
Tell them, tho? 'tis an awful thing to die, 

(Twas ev'n to thee) yet the dread path once trod, 
Heav'n lifts its everlaſting portals high, 

And bids “ the pure in heart behold their God,” 

W. Mason. 


PIT 


ON MisS DRUMMOND, DAUGHTER OF THE ARACR- 
BISHOP OF YORK, 


BY MR, MASON, 


HERE Ae wivkiat once was beauty, once was grace, 
Grace, that with ſenſe and tenderneſs combin'd 
To form that harmony of ſoul and face, 


Where Beauty ines che mirror of the mind. 


Such 
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| Such was the maid, who, in the morn of youth, 
In virgin innocence, in Nature's pride, 

Bleſt with each art which owes its charm to Truth, 
Sunk in her father's fond embrace, and dy'd, 


He weeps !—Oh venerate the holy tear! 
Faith lends her aid to eaſe Afﬀlition's load-; 
The parent mourns his child upon her bier, 


The Chriſtian yields an Ange! to his God. 


A FRAGMENT OF AN EPIC POEM» 


BY MISS AIKIN, 


— 


SENT BY THAT LADY TO DR. PRIESTLEY, on 
THE MORNING SUCCFEDING THE EVENINGS 
LOSS OF A GAME AT CHESS. 


Lf [Theſe are the Verks 1 the Monthly Reviewers 
ſo juſtly regret were omitted in the publiſhed Col- 


lection of Miſs Aikin's Poems.) 


| W HEN now the hoſtile maid refus'd to yield, 
| | The honours of the well-diſputed field ; = 
When her firm phalanx, wedg'd in cloſe array, 
Preſs'd tow'rds the gaol, and turn'd the doubtful day, 
| 'The 


473 
The knight deſpair'd by open force to gain 
Victorious laurels on the chequer'd plain: 
And long revolv'd, within his wily breaſt, 
hat friendly pow'r would aid his conqueſt beſt, 
Diſtreſs'd by doubt, and urg'd by deep deſpair, 
Atlength to Morpheus he addreſs'd his pray'r ; 
A gentle, harmleſs, inoffenſive pow'r, 3 
And ne'er invok'd in fizhting fields before. 
He tui n'd, obſervant to the ſetting ſun, 
Thrice yawn'd, and his petition thus begun: 


% O thou! whoſe equal, mild, and grateful ſway, 


© The wretched welcome, and the great obey, 
If e'er, with murmur'd ſpells of magic ſound, 
I've ſpread thy empire ev'n on holy ground, 
„Till drowſy vapours crept from pew to pew, 


„Till all the nodding audience bow'd to you, | 
% And hung their heads like flow'rs beneath the 


„ dew; | 

&« In conſtant ſlumbers ſeal thoſe hoſtile eyes, 
And let my troops th* unwary foc ſurprize. 
% My grateful hand to thee ſhall conſecrate 
An ample folio, of ſtupendous weight, | 
«© Words of ſuch opiate virtue ſhall compoſe 
«© The ſoporific, ſoft, lothean doſe; _ 
No mortal eye-lids ſhall reſiſt the charm, 


No Dutchman's phlegm againſt its influence arm. 


& Thy 


%. 


\ 
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« Thy moſt rebellious ſubjects then ſhall know 
„Thy pow'r, and to thy leaden ſceptre bow !”” 


He ſaid, when Morpheus from a cloud deſcends, 
And o'er the female chief his wand extends; 
Then from her eye the martial ardour fled, 
And ev'ry project vaniſt'd from ber head, 
She yawns, ſhe nods, no more o'erlocks the field, 
In leaden, deep, and ceath-like ſlumbers ſeal'd.__ 


Now, ſcatter'd wide, her broken ſquadrons fly, 

Nobles and pawns in wild diforder lie, 

Ruin ſucceeds, confuſion, ſhameful flight, 

And her pale troops grew paler with affright ; 

While ardent Hope the conqu'ring bands o nee 
With a new fluſh of more enliven'd red. 2 

At length the Queen, the captiv'd Queen is loſt, 

And inſtant fate o'erwhelms the ſcatter'd hoſt. 


| [| So when Ulyſſes, from the Trojan realm, 
| Ten weary nights had waken'd at the helm 
Juſt as his native ſhore ſalutes his eyes, 
And Ithaca's blue hills in proſpect riſe; 
By Sleep's reſiſtleſs charms the chief oppreſs'd, 
Exhauſted, ſinks to momentary reſt. 5 
. Back o'er the bounding waves the veſſel flew, 
And tempeſt tols'd his ſhatter'd bark anew, 


© * 
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But Morpheus, ever prone to raiſe the oppreſs'd, 
To ſoothe the fad, and ſuccour the diſtreſs'd, 
Around the vanq uiſh'd maid's inglorious head, 
With lenient care, his downy pinions ſpread; 


Plac'd her by rural groves and chryſtal ſtreams, 
And ſooth'd her fancy with auſpicious dreams. 


Cheer'd with freſh hopes, ſhe views the morning light, 


And burns with ardour to renew the fight, 


THE PLEIADES. 


WIT Devon's girl ſo blithe and gay, 
I well could like to ſport and play : 

With J—rſey would the time beguile, 
And laugh and titter, ſneer and ſmile : 
With B—v—rie I ſhould like to fin, 

With D-— I could only grin; 

With C—I—ſe wiſdom's plan purſue, 
With M I would nothing do; 

To this vain town I'd bid adieu, 

To paſs my life, and think with Crewe ! 


THE 
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THE PLANETS--A COMPANION TO THE PLEIADESs 


Wir H charming nnn well one might 
Paſs all the day and half the night; 

From Montagu's more fertile mind, 

Perpetual ſource of pleaſure find; 

Of Tully's Latin, Homer's Greek, 

With learn'd Carter I could ſpeak 1 

While to politeneſs, wit, and ſenſe, 

Greville can teach indifference : 

With grave Macauley I'd debate 

'The means to ſave a ſinking ſtate: 

With Thrale converſe in pureſt eaſe © 

Of letters, life, and languages ; . 

But if J dare to talk with Crewe, : 
My heart, my peace, my eaſe—adieu ! 


LADY  CRAVEN, ON DREAMING SHE SAW HER 
of | - HEART AT HER BEET, 


SAID TO BE WRITTEN BY HERSELF “. 


= WHEN Nature, tir'd with thought, was ſunk to reſt, 
And all my ſenſes were by ſleep poſſeſo'd, 


* Tt has been likewiſe aſcribed to Madame de Vaucluſe, gou- 


vernante to her Ladyſhip's children, | 
| Sweet 


[28-1] 


Sweet ſleep! that balmy comfort brings 
Alike to beggars and deſpotic Kings; 

I dreamt of peace I never felt before. 

I dreamt my heart was Iying on the floor, 

1 view'd it, ſtange to tell! with joyful eyes, 
And, ftranger ſtill, without the leaſt ſurprize! 
Elated with the fight, I ſmiling ſat« 
Exulting o'er the victim at my feet ; 

But ſoon with words of anguiſh thus addreſs'd 


| This painful, ſweet diſturber of my breaſt: - 


« Say, buſy, lively, trembling, hopping thing, 
© What new diſaſter haſt thou now to bring, 

* To torture with thy fears my tender frame, 

* Who muſt for all her ills thee only blame? 
Speak now, and tell me why, ungrateful gueſt, 
“ For ten years paſt thou haſt denied me reſt? | 
“ That in my boſom thou waſt nurs'd, 'tis true, 
«© And with my life and with my ſtature grew. 
At firſt ſo ſmall were all thy wants, that I 

« Vainly imagin'd I could ne'er deny 

„ Whate'er thy fancy aſk'd. —Alas ! but now 

I find thy wants my ev'ry ſenſe outgrow : 


Pd 


And ever having, ever wanting more, 

A pow'r to pleaſe, to give, or to adore. 

Say, why like other hearts doſt thou not bear 

With calloys apathy each wordly care? 

* Why doſt thou ſhriek at Envy's horrid cries ? 
In thee Compaſſion Hatred's place iuppiies. 

| a | 46 Why 
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Why not with malice treat malicious men? 

& Why ever vity where thou ſhould'ſt condemn ? 

© Why, at the hearing of a diſmal tale, 

«© Doft thou with ſorrow turn my viſage pale? 

«© Why, when diſtreſs in any ſhape appears, @ 
«© Doft thou diſſolve my very ſoul in tears? 

% Why ir thy ſecret folds is Friendſhip bred ? 

In other hearts its very name is dead. 

Why, if keen wit and learned ſenſe draw nigh, 
Poſt thou with emulation beat ſo high? 

And while approving wiſh to be approv'd, 

«* And when you love wiſh more to be belov'd? 

« Why not, in cold indiff*rence ever clad, 

Alike unmov'd regard the good and bad? 

«© Why doſt thou waſte my youthful bloom with care, 
% And ſacrifice myſelf, that I may ſhare 

«© Diſtreſs in others? Why wilt thou adorn 

«© Their days with roſes, and leave me a thorn !“ 


But here I ſaw it heave an heavy ſigh, 
And thus in ſweeteſt ſounds it did reply : 


« Ah! ceaſe, Eliza! ceaſe thy ſpeech unjuſt, 
© 'Thine heart has e*er fulfill'd its ſacred truſt, 
« And ever will its tender manſion ſerve, 
« Nor can it this reproach from thee deſerve ; 
«« Againſt my dictates murm'ring have I found, 


4 — thus has laid me — on the 1 
« Compare 
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« Compare thyſelf in this ſame hour depriv'd | 

« Of this ſoft heart, from whence are all deriv'd 
« The ſame bewitching graces which adorn, 

«© And make thy face appear like beauteous morn, 
« With me its brilliant ornaments are fled, 

« And all thy features, like thy ſoul, are dead. 
© *Tis I that make thee other's pleaſure ſhare, - 
% And in a ſiſter's joy forget thy care; | 

« *Tis by my dictates thou art taught to find 

« A godlike pleaſure in a godlike mind; 
That makes thee oft relieve a ſtranger's woes, 
« And often fix thoſe friends that would be foes, 
« *Tis I that tremblingly have taught thine ear 
To cheriſh muſic ; and 'tis I appear 

4% In all its ſofteſt dreſs, when to the hearts 

«© Of all beholders my dear voice imparts 

6 Harmonic ſtrains: *tis not becauſe : tis fine, 
For ev'ry note that's felt is ſurely mine, 

In ſmootheſt numbers all that I indite, 

For *tis J taught thy fearful hand to write; 

* My genius has with watchful care ſupplied 
What Education to thy ſex denied ; 

Made Sentiment and-:Nature all combine 

To melt the reader in each flowing line, 

Till they in words this feeling truth impart, 
She needs no more who will conſult the heart; 
And own, in reading what is writ by thee, 
No ſtudy ever could improve like me. 
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te And when thy bloom is gone, thy beauty flown, \ 
% And laughing Youth to wrinkled Age is grown, 
Thy actions, writings, friendſhip, which I gave, 
Still ſhall remain, an age beyond the grave. 
Then do not thus diſplac'd let me remain, 
% But take me to thy tender breaſt again,” 


| cc Yes, ſoft perſuader, (I return'd) 1 wills 
e And if T am deceiv'd, deceive me ſtill.“ 


Seduc'd I was in haſte ; then ſtooping low, 
Soon reinſtated my ſweet, pleaſing foe ; 
And, waking, found it had nor leſs nor more 
Than all the joys, the pangs it had before, 


* 


ADDRESS TO LADY CRAVEN'S HEART», | - 


No wonder, little flattering thing, 
That you ſo ſoon ſhould leap and ſpring 
'To Craven's fair and beauteous breaſt, 
Where Gods themſelves would wiſh to refit | 
But tell me, trifler, tell me, why 
You could from ſuch a manſion fly, 
Where ev'ry virtue you'd in ſtore ? 
Mifer—what could you wiſh for more? 
Say, did you long at will to roam, 
And quite forſake your native home ? 
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Or had you been too cloſe confin'd, 
And for ſweet Liberty you'pin'd ? 
Oh! had I found you in ſome grove, 
Caſket of Friendſhip and of Love! 
I'd place thee, wan'dring heart by mine 
Uniting both with Friendſhip's twine : 
Of ſuch a jewel ſafe poſſeſt, 
Not worlds ſhould tear thee from my breaſt: 
Exulting round the rural plains, 
Boaſt of the prize to nymphs and ſwains. 
But huſh ! my ruftic Muſe l nor dare 
To wiſh a friend ſo great, ſo fair; 
For vain will all thoſe wiſhes prove, 
Then hide thee in thy lonely grove ! 
But if fair Craven e'er ſhou'd ſtray, 
By my lone cottage bend her way, 
I'd lead her to my ſhady ſeat, 
And lay my heart, -too—at her feet! 
Which, if ſhe'd condeſcend to view, 
She'd find it conſtant, firm, and true; 
To welcome her with many a bound, 
 *®Twould leap with joy and dance around! 
' OLIVIA, THE HUMBLE COTTAGER,. 
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TO LADY CRAVEN'S HEART, LYING ON THE 
| FLOOR, 


RETURN! thy native boſom grace, 
Where charms unnumber'd play; 
Fit rival to its kindred face, 
So beautifully gay. 
Once more, Oh! let the trio meet, 
Never again to part; | 
Of all thy ſex, who boaſts ſo ſweet 
A boſom, face, or heart. 
Near Reading, E FRANZ EL. 
Aug. 17, 1780. 


THE RIGHT HONOURABLE AUT RHOR ESS. 


ON che top of the flow*r-deck'd poetical mount, 

A tenth Mule, I dare, /ans offending, to count, 
Apollo who no way diſgraces; 

In her wit her nine ſiſters by far ſhe a 

For charms ſhe out-rivals the firſt of our belles, 
United in her all the Graces, 

I know her full well, cries the Cyprian Queen, 

„ *Tis CRAVEN, my fav'rite beauty, you mean. 


* Parnaſſus. 
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SPOKEN BY MRS. WOFFINGTON, AT THE OPEN- 
ING OF THE THEATRE IN DRURT- LANE, 


1747. 
BY DR. SAMUEL JOHNSON, 


SWEET doings, truly! we are finely ſobb'a! 
And at one ſtroke of all our pleaſures robb' d! 
No beaux behind the ſcenes l —'tis innovation! 

Under the ſpecious name of reformation !* 
Public Complaint, for ſooth, is made a puff, 

Senſe, order, decency, and ſuch like ſtuff. 

But arguments like theſe are mere pretence 
The Beaux, *tis known, ne'er give the leaſt offence, { 
Are men of chaſteſt conduct, and amazing ſenſe ! | 
Each actreſs now a lock'd- up nun mult be, 

And prieſily managers muſt keep the key. 
know their ſelfiſh reaſons ; tho? they tell us, 
While ſmarts, and wits, and other pretty fellows, 
Murmur their paſſions to our flutt'ring hearts, 

The ſtage ſtands ſtill, and we neglect our parts. 
But how miſtaken in this filly notion ! 

We hear 'em talk without the leaſt emotion. 


*. Sec the Prologue in Dodltey's Collection, Vol. I. 
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Juſt, as our tea, we ſip each tender ſtrain, | 

Too weak to warm the heart, or reach the brain. 

If harmleſs, why are we debarr'd our rights? 

Damſels diſtreſs'd have ever found their knights, 
Shall we, the Delcineas of the ſtage, 

In vain aſk ſuccour in this fighting age? 

Will you, choice ſpirits, who direct the town, 

Suffer ſuch impoſitions to go down? 

Can it be thought this law will ever paſs, 

While doors are only wood, and windows glaſs ? 


Beſides, our play-houſe guards are paſſive men: 
Strike without fear; they muſt not ſtrike again. 
Ev'n Fribdle here, to draw his ſword may venture, 
May cur/e the Creters, beat his man, and enter 
The jealous Moor not roars in louder ſtrains, 

1 Than all our nymphs for loſs of abſent ſwains— 

1 | We had been happy, tho? the houſe had fail'd, 
| «© Maſters and all, had not this ſcheme prevail'd. 
4 For ever now farewel the plumed beaux, 

| © Who make ambition to conſiſt in cloaths. 
« Farewel coquettry, and all green-room joys, 

« Ear-thrilling whiſpers, Deerd's deluding toys, 

« Soul- melting flatt'ry, which ev'n prudes can move, 
„ Sighs—tears— and all the circumſtance of love, 
„ Farewel!!— | b 

% But oh! ye dreadful critics, whoſe rude throats 
* Can make both play'rs and maſters change their 

| |} notes, | 4 
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4 T's in your pow'r—you any lengths will run, 


« Help us; or elſe—our Occupation's gone.“ 


V. 1 * 


AT THE REQUEST OF A GENTLEMAN TO WHOM 
A LADY HAD GIVEN A SPRIG OF MYRTLE. 


BX THE SAME. 


WHAT hopes, what terrors does thy gift create, 
Ambiguous emblem of uncertain Fate! | 
The myrtle (enſign of ſupreme command, 


Conſign'd by Venus to Meliſſa's hand) 
Not leſs capricious than a reigning fair, 


Oft favours, oft rejects a lover's pray'r: 


In myrtle ſhades oft ſings the happy ſwain, 


In myrtle ſhades deſpairing ghoſts complain ; | 


The myrtle crewns the happy lovers heads, 


Th? unhappy lovers graves the myrtle ſpreads ; 
Oh! then the meaning of thy gift impart, 


And eaſe the throbbings of an anxious heart; 


Soon muſt this bough, as you ſhall fix his doom, 
Adorn Philander's head, or grace his tomb. 
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ON THE APPROACH OF WINTER, - 
BY THE SAME. 


AUTUMNAL leaves apace do fade, 
And Winter ſhows its hoary head, 
| With clouds and winds auſtere : 
Th' enamell'd flow'r in earth is laid, 
And lies conceal'd in Nature's bed, 
Till Sol revolves the year. 


The feather'd throng prepare for flight, 

The woods no ſhelter yield at night; 
Unrob'd their bow*rs appear: 

The ſportſman views, with true delight, 

The new-reap*d fields expoſe to fight 
The haunts of tim'rous hare. 


To town, my Lord, with eager haſte 

Repairs, and makes his dwelling-place 

| At Arthur's or at White's : 

Nor time her Ladyſhip doth waſte, 

But ſeeks the route ſhe oft hath grac'd, 
And ſhone at whiſt whole nights. 
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The ſtreets ſhall now with flambeaux blaze; 
The gay reſort to balls and plays, 
And Winter's joys poſſeſs; 
While ſons of mirth in roundelays, 
At feſtive board their voices raiſe, 


And Bacchus' pow'r confeſs. 


The ſoldier now, from direful War, 
Retires with honourable ſcar, 

With Cælia to engage: 

While ſhe, more bright than morning lar = 
Poſſeſs'd with ev'ry grace and air, 

Unequal War doth wage. - 


The Pluraliſt, with ſimp'ring cheek, 

And ſtall-fed ſkin ſo ſmooth and ſleek, . 
_ His tything circuit ends: 

Tho' tythes he once a year doth ſeek, , 

His Curate preaches once a week, 

But oft with poor amends : - 


The Rector touches all the pelf, 3 
And Curate ſtarves t'enrich himſelf, . „ 
God's word is Mammon made: 
While he, a lazy pamper'd elf, 
Scarce pulls a book from off the ſhelf; : 
His function is a trade. 
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The Doctor, juſt at death arriv'd, 


To finiſh recipe he ſtriv'd, 


By ſudden blaſts, or flow decline. 
Our ſocial comforts 7 away. 
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Thy praiſe to merit unrefin'd, 
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Fearing of fee to be depriv'd, 
Ere ended is the farce; 

That done, or live or die he's brib'd, 
Aſſur'd it is his laſt. 
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ON THE DEATH OP DR. ROBERT LEVETr. 
BY THE SAME, 


C ON DEM N' to | Hope? 8 deluſive 9 880 
As on we toil from day to day, 


Well vied thro? many. a varying year, 
See Levet to the grave deſcend; - 
Officious, innocent, ſincere, 

Of er'ry friendleſs name the friend. 


Vet ſtill he fills Affection's eye, 
Obſcurely wiſe, and coarſely kind; 
Nor, letter'd Arrogance, deny 


Er J. 


When fainting Nature call'd for aid, 
And hov'ring Death prepar'd the blow, 
His vig'rous remedy diſplay'd 
The pow'r of Art without the ſhow. 


In Mis'ry's darkeſt caverns known, 

His uſeful care was ever nigh ; 

Where hopeleſs Anguiſſi pour'd his groan, 
And lonely Want retir'd to die. 


No ſummons mock'd by chill delay, 
No petty gain diſdain'd by pride; 
The modeſt wants of ev'ry day, 
The toil of ev'ry day ſupplied. 


His virtues walk'd their narrow round, 
Nor made a pauſe, nor left a void; 
And ſure th' Eternal Maſter found: 
His ſingle talent well employ'd.. 


The buſy day, the peaceful night, 
Unfelt, uncounted, glided by; 


His frame was firm, his powers were bright, 


Tho” now his eightieth year was nigh. 


Then with no thrabding fiery pain, 

No cold gradations of decay, 

Death broke at once the vital chain, 

And fore?d his ſoul the neareſt wa ye: 
D 9 
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ON A PINCUSHION. 
1 


Op all the trinkets that the toilet grace, 
The Pincuſhion deſerves the higheſt place. 
When balls or operas invite the fair, 

How could ſhe ſet her knots, or curl her hair, 

Did not th* important pin each air ſupply, 

Subduing ſtubborn plaits that ſtand awry ? 

The little pin till finds an uſeful place 

In mobs, in lappets, and in Bruſſels lace: 

The modeſt Pilgrim o'er the ſhoulders draws, 

Or from the well-plac'd peeper gains applauſe ; 
In every office it performs is bleſt, 

Now to her eye is neareſt, now her breaſt. 


Others may to the Milliner repair, 
But Sylvia deigns not to be furniſh'd there: 
Cupid himſelf ſupplies her magazines, 
And works his pointed arrows into pins: 
No wonder ev'ry look ſhou*d wound a heart, 
Each corkin that adorns her is a dart. 


on 
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ON AURELIA SLEEPING, © 
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WRITTEN BY A YOUTH AT THE AGE OF FIFTEEN. 


E 
SEE! where the bright Aurelia lies 
In yonder vi'let ſmelling bow'r ; N 
Sleep, gentle Sleep, has clos'd her eyes, 
Ye Cupids! guard the happy hour. 


Ik. 


Zephyrs ! play ſoft around her breaſt ;: 
Fan from her lips the ſipping fly, 
That dares ſuch beauty. to moleſt, 
At whoſe command F hve or.die.. 


\ HI. 
Silence ! ye feather'd, warb'ling throng! 
_ Awhile your harmony forbear ; 
Awliile ſaſpend each rural ſong, 
Leſt you awake my ſleeping Fair. 5 


E 2 
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Had a mind his cold breaſt to inflame, 


„„ Dear Vanas,” thus flow'd her ſmooth ſpeech,, ._ 
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IV. 
So may you never, never hear , 
The gun dread-ſounding thro? the air 


So may you never, never fear 
The cruel ſchool-boy's limy ſnare. 


THE GIRDLE OF VENUS. 


A FABLY FROM THE e 


- rox GROWN LADIES. 


W H EN Jupiter's high mettl'd "I 
(As we read in Dan Homer the ſtory) 


And to ſhine with zone: e 


She order'd her „ and car, 

And then flew to the Queen of the doves, 
Who liv'd from her palace not far, 

In the midſt of the Graces and Loves. 


« Prythee lend me your ceſtus to-day, 
„ To repair a ſmall conjugal breach ; 

« And be quick, for I ſoon muſt away— 
* muſt 


vB 
. wks; 


[Opn 1 
10 I maſt halle t. to unite a good pair, 
« Who took care of me when I was young, 


% And each other now hardly can bear, 
« Having both been. by Jealouſy ſtung.” +» 


Her ſecret deſign ſhe conceal'd, 

(So ſhould women act when they're married) 
For ſhe knew if it once was reveal'd, 

It would ſoon round Olympus be carried— 


The blithe Goddeſs not gueſſing her drift, 
On her waſte tied the ceſtus of pleaſure, 
And the cloud- ruler's ſiſter, then ſwift 
As his eagle, v whirl'd off with 102 treaſure. : 


In this girdle was 2 ſtitch'd 
The attractions which toying inſpire,, 
And moreover *twas finely enrich'd 
With all arts to re-kindle deſtre. 


In this girdle, good humour and eaſe, 
Sweet words and fond looks were expreſs'd, 


A perpetual endeavour to pleaſe, 
And a face with gay ſmiles ever dreſs'd. 


Poſſeſs'd of ſo rich a machine, 
She was eager in virtues to try, 
And then leaving the love-darting Queen, 


| Shot a thouſand bright beams from each eye. 
3 [- | - + 0 
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To the Thund'rer ſhe then, as by chance, 
Half her beauties with cunning diſplay'd, 
From her eye ſhot a-languiſhing glance, 
And then glided away like a ſhade. 


But ſhe dazzl'd the eyes of grim Jove, 
Who embrac'd her with conjugal: ms, 
And within a delicious alcove, 
He enjoy'd with new ſpirit her charms. 


Ye wives, lend an ear to this ſample 

Of the Grecian bard's ſhrewdnefs and art, 
And by politic Juno's example, 
Learn to conquer a huſband's cold heart. 


When the paſſion of Love's in its wane, 
And ye ceaſe to be objects of joy, 

Ve muſt try the cold heart to regain, 
By thoſe beauties which never will cloy.. 


— 


— . THE PIGEON'S CHOICE. - 


T O ev'ry fair a pigeon rov'd, 

By. ev'ry fair alike belov'd : 

Where'er he flew, the female train 

Practiſe their wiles his heart to gain; ” 
. NV Bridle 
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Bridle the neck, and bill and coo, 

And imitate what women do. 

At length he found that too much joy, 

Muſt ſoon his vig'rous health deſtroy; 

So thought it prudent to give over, 

Alſſume the huſband, drop the lover. 


At firſt, the Fan- tail nymph he tries, 
Who, in a moment, met his eyes: 
Her heart exults with inward pride, 
And Fancy fix'd her for his bride. 
Secure of conqueſt, ſhe neglected 
The real charms the youth expected. 
No gentle manners, no conceſſion; 
All muſt be left to her diſcretion: 
Whilſt vanity and affectation 
Supplied the place of ſenſe and ſtation. 


He could not anſwer to his conſcience, 5 


To be confin'd to pride and nonſenſe: 
«© A miſtreſs thus was right and civil, 

“ But, in a wife, chey were the devil!“ 
So left the nymph to ſtrut alone, 
Regardleſs of her idle moan. 


Thbe Carrier, a pigeon ſleek, 
With ruddy bill, and ſnowy neck, 
Caught his deſires; but yet the dame 
| Had but a ſort of doubtful fame. 


. | „ 


He ſaw ſhe rambled round the county, 
And gueſs'd ſhe might diſperſe her bounty. 
He knew ſhe ſeldom kept the houſe, 

And eds muſt make a wretched ſpouſe. 
Never at eaſe but on the wing ! 1 
So dropt the airy giddy thing. 


The Cropper next, a lately fair ! 

Claim'd his affection and his care; 
But, to his ſorrow, ſoon he found 

Her principles and mind unſound. 
She boaſted much her great deſcent, 
« She was not for the vulgar meant: 
« Yet ſhe would yield to his requeſt, 
“ Provided he would make her neſt. 
% Her noble limbs were quite unfit. 
« To do the drudg'ry of a cit.” 
He rais'd his head, his anger grew, 
Flapping his wings, away he flew. 


An hundred other ſorts he tried, 
Some promis'd fair, ſome half denied; 
But what rais'd moſt his indignation, 
Was Pride deep fix'd by Education. 


Cloſe in a farmer's yard he faw- Tf 
The Common Pigeon, deep in ſtraw 2. | 
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He view'd her modeſt humble mien, 
Her beauteous feathers neat and clean: 
He ſaw her earning hard her food, 

And thought ſhe'd bring a healthy brood. 
His judgment fix'd her in his mind, 

He lov'd and courted, —ſhe prov'd kind. 
Of her poſſeſs'd, he found how vain 
Were all the trifling, giggling train. 

No gadder ſhe, no affeQation ! 

No airs to give his mind vexation; 

Her thoughts were wholly on him bent, 
Studious in all to give content. 

With pleaſure on his bill ſhe hung, 
Then hatch'd her eggs, or fed her young: 
With her he found the charms that give 
The bliſs, that makes it bliſs to live. 


TO THE RIGHT HOXOURBLE LORD VISCOUNT 
- PULTENEY, 15 08 


e 8 3 1 | : 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1747, AT WESTMINSTER». 
SCHOOL, | | 


BI GEORGE COLMAN. 
T O you, my Lord, theſe lines I write, 


Leſt you forget poor Coley quite, 
| 75 (Who 


„ 5 
(Who ſtill is drudging in the College, 
In ſlow purſuit of further knowledge: 
With many a cruel laſh his —— on, 
To make him ſome time hence a pariſon; 
A judge, perhaps, or a phyſician, 
Strolling on Ratcliffe's exhibition.) 


While you with foreign Monarchs dine, 
Or ſup with Princes croſs the Rhine; 
Idle your hours in lazy ſtate, 
Juſt as forgetful as you're great; 7 
Ramble to ev'ry court your rounds, 
Draw when you pleaſe an hundred pounds; 
| Deſpiſe expence, and dreſs out tawdry, 
In cloaths of lace, and gay embroid*ry ; 
Shine at the ball, and briſkly dance, 
As tho? you had been bred in France. 
I hear too that your conſtant trade is 
'Fo ogle and enſnare the ladies, - 
Whoſe hearts, unwary, fire like tinder, 
. And waſte away by love ta cinder, 
Whilſt you are glad to ſee your pride 
On all occaſions gratified, 
And diſregard your friends at London, 98 
Not caring tho' they're hang'd or undone. 
% But hold (you cry) why this abuſe ? 
« Pray hearken, Sir, to my excuſe ; 


8 * 


I 5 | «© Nor 


E 
6 Nor hurry with impetuous thought, 
% To blame your friend, *ere he's in fault, 
« At th' Hague we had not time to reſt us, 
& Diſturbances did ſo moleſt us; | 
For you muſt know, theſe ſcoundrel Dutch 
« Rebel, for being tax d too much. 
“ Loyal and paſlive we obey on, 
* And bear all taxes they can lay on, 
The Britiſh Lion now is couchant, | 
«© Grumbling, perhaps, but won't make much on't ; 
«© Taking with patient reſignation, 
« Whate'er's impos'd upon the nation. 
In camp too, I'd but little leiſure, 
* My time was fo filPd up with pleaſure. 
«© With all old ſchool-fellows ſo dear, 
„And Albemarle and Ligonier, 
„That T had ſcarce an hour to ſpare, 
«© The Duke too ſhew'd me a review, 
*& All that, at that time, he could do; 
For you muſt know, at preſent writing, 
% Our armies have all done with fighting. 
From hence to Hanover we went, 
„ Liv'd in a round of merriment. | 
% had no time to ſcribble letters, 7 
To you, dear Coley, or your hetters.” 


* 


— 


My Lord, you're right, and we from hence 
Wall quite o'erlook your negligence. | 
w_— | Ko Bat, 
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But, ans ↄſfence, may I enquire, 
In what the preſent hours expire ? 
What pleaſure or what ſtudy beſt 
Your temper ſuits, may I requeſt? _ 
I hear in law you're a proficient; | 
And other learning have ſufficient ; 
Can ſolve a problem mathematic, 
And read with eafe a Greek dramatic; 
You're ſkill'd in hiſtory enough ; 
Of algebra have quantum /uf. 
And are, by learned men's tuition, 
The quinteſſence of erudition ; 
So vers'd in all that can be nam'd, 
Iſis and Cam are quite aſham'd, 
And all their ſcholars are downright ſick, 
. I o0o ſee themſelves outdone at Leipſick. 
Tho? I have long with ſtudy mental 
Labour'd at language Oriental, 
Vet, in my ſoil, the Hebrew root 
Has ſcarcely made one ſingle ſhoot. 


I've now broke up, but have a taſk tho? 
Harder than your's with Mr. Maſcow ; 

1 | For mine's as knotty as the Devil, 
| . Your law and maſter both are civil; 
With milder means to learning lead, 

By diff rent roads, with diff rent ſpeed, 

Douglas and you keep gently jogging, 
But I muſt run the race with flogging. 


1 
? 8 
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ASHTED cor“. 


TIR'D with the noiſe and ſmoke of town, 
Its crowded ſtreets and ſumptuous fare, 

To Aſhted Cot we oft ſteal down :_ 

Who wiſh for Peace may find her there. 


There ſtretch the ample proſpects wide, | | 

Fields, woods, down, hills and ſpires appear | [ 
The tempting walk, the grateful ride, 1 
Invite thro' all the varied year. | ; - 


Or there, or no where can be found, 

Health, ever roſy, ever gay ; 

Content there tills his narrow ground, 
And {ſings the toils of life away. 


No foreign dainties glitter there; 
Yet rural plenty there is known ; 

The home-rear'd poultry's oft your fare, 
And mutton fed on Banſted Down. 


The garden, hemm'd in little ſpace, 
Is glad its herbs and fruits to ſend : 
Ne'er1s forgot the thankful grace, | 
Nor wine to toaſt the abſent friend, _ : , 


* A villa belonging to T= T. —, Eſq, Afhted is a ſmall : 
village between Epſom and Leatterhead, in Surry, 


* 


Nor Party's voice, nor FaQion's roar, 
Their baleful influence there have ſhed ; 


Ill- nature never op'd the door, 
Nor Spleen once dar'd to aac her head, 


Yet books their FANS ſtore Appia, 
And ſocial wit and chat go round; 
The Muſe. there tunes her ruſtic lay, 
And Leiſure loves th' enchanted ground. 
Tho? Pride on humble ſcenes looks down, 
And longs in pomp to paſs the hours, 
There are, who gladly quit the town, 
For tranquil joys in Aſhted bow'rs. 


. 
8. 


THE DYING RAK E's SOLILOQUY, | 


BY DR. BART HOLOMEW. 


1 N the fever of Vouth ev'ry pulſe in a flame, 
Regardleſs of Fortune, of Health, and of Fame, 
Gay Pleaſure my aim, and Profufion my pride, 

No vice was untaſted, no-wiſh-was denied. 

Grown headſtrong and haughty, capricious and vain, 
Not decency aw'd me, nor laws could reſtrain; | 


The 


q 8. 


6 
The vigils of Comus and Venus I kept, 
Tho? tired, not ſated, in ſunſhine I ſlept: 
All my appetites pall'd, I no pleaſure enjoy'd, 
Exceſs made 'em taſteleſs, their frequency cloy'd. 
When my health and my fortune to riot gave way, 
And my parts and my vigour felt total decay, 
The Doctors were ſent for, who, greedy of fees, 
Engag'd that their ſkil: ſhould remove the diſeaſe: 
With looks moſt important each ſymptom was weigh'd, _ 
And the farce of preſcription full gravely was play'd. 


Reduc'd by their arts, and quite worn to a lath, 
My carcaſe was ſent to the vultures at Bath, 
When drench'd and well drain'd by the faculty there, 
All the hope that remain'd was to try native air. 
Scarce a doit in my purſe, or a drop in my veins, 

To my old mortgag'd houſe they convey*d my remains; 
No friend to aſſiſt me, no relation to grieve, 

And ſcarcely a bed my poor bones to receive; 

With ſolitude curs'd, and tormented with pain, 
Diſtemper'd my body, diſtracted my brain. 


Thus from folly to vice, and from vice to the grave, 
I fink, of my paſſions the victim and ſlave. 
No longer debauch, or companions deceive, 
But, alarm'd at the vengeance I'd fain diſbelieve, 
With horrors foreboding deſponding I lie, 
Tho? tired of living, yet dreading to die. | 
Vorl. VI. Re The 
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Gentleman who lately came into the houſe. 


180 


The following is an Allegory on the Game of Qua- 
grille. It was written by Mr. Congreve. See 
Swift's Letters, vol. ii. page 198. 


ONE OF HIS, MAJESTY'S JUSTICES OF THE 
PEACE. 


TI AT four Ladies of Quality, whom the depo- 
nent does not care to name, repair mightily to a cer- | 
tain convenient houſe, to meet four gallants, of the 
higheſt rank, whom the deponent would not name, 
but ſo far deſcribed, that two of them were of a 
ſwarthy, and two of a ruddy eomplexion (but he 
believes they were abominably painted); the gallants 
are called, by theſe Ladies, by. the fond names of 
Hercules, Cupid, Pitts, and the Gardener, 


After a plentiful ſervice of the moſt coſtly fiſh, they 
begin to play their tricks like the tumblers in Bar- 
tholomew Fair, upon a carpet; ſtrip is the word, and 
it has been known, that they have lately Rripp'd a 


At firſt they begin very civilly, as, Madam, by 
35627 leave, or ſo, which the Lady is ſo 21 ona as ſel- 


GCE 0 14 tie, 


„ 


By 2 certain eſtabliſhed rule of precedency, every 
Lady has, in her turn, the choice of her gallant, 
and ſome haye been known fo unreaſonable, that 
after they have had three, they have called for a 
fourth. | | 


Afterwards, it is ſhameful to relate the tricks that 
are played by the lewd pack; ſometimes they are 


thrown on their backs, ſometimes on tketr bellies, 


and thus they make beaſts of one another; now 
hickledy pickledy, and by and by you may ſee them 


a top of one another, 


* 


Their diſcourſe is of a piece with their practice 
The deponent has often heard them talk of their A—, 
with as much eaſe as they do of their hands. —I have 
a black one, ſays one, and names the thing directly. 
— Mane is better than yours, ſays another, and names 
it.Muſt I be laughed at, only becauſe I have a red 
ene, ſays the third, 

It is a conſtant als. that if a Lady is called upon, 
ſhe muſt ſhew all. 


What is monſtrous ; it has been known, that after 
a Lady has had fix—ſhe has aſked a Gentleman if he 
could no more—and it has been known, that when 
the Ladies have been tired with their gallants, they 


Sn] have 


(3 
have called for freſh ones.—In ſhort, thoſe Ladies 
have ſpent not only their pin- money, but their hu. 
bands? eſtates, upon Hercules, Cupid, Pitts, and the 
Gardener; and when they want ready money, they 
common ly pawn their moſt valuable jewels. 
833 


SAYS Pheebe, why is e Lose 

A ftranger to that mind, 

Which pity ayd eſteem can move, 

Which can be juſt and kind? 

Is it becauſe you fear to prove 
The ills that Love moleſt; 

The jealous cares, the ſighs that move 

The captivated breaſt ? 

Alas! by ſome degree of woe, 

We ev'ry bliſs muſt gain; 

That heart that ne'er a tranſport know, 

That never felt a pain. 
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® Firſt publi! ned in one of the Daily 1 in 1 1769. 
as 2 production of Mr. TOR - 


VERSES 


„ M oe 


ON THE NEW BUILDINGS ERECTING BETWEEN 
BLOOMSBURY AND ST. GI1LES'S. 


IN a doublet of ſtone, from the top of a ſteeple, 
As Brunſwick look'd down on the dregs of the people, 
The handſome new buildings the folks were erecting, 
His vanity tickl'd, and ſet him reflecting, 

That ſoon he ſhould ſee, by his Grace's aſſiſtance, 
The /cum of the earth ladled off to a diſtance. | 
The breed of St. Giles's, plump, tatter'd and pert, 
8 Underfanding his Wn replied, from the dirt : 


«© Winds blaſt your bard phiz, for a weathercock 
wizzard, 

What is't that you grumble at thus in your una ? 

Tho” we are ſo low, and you mounted ſo high, 

Your horns, you old cuckold, don't reach to the ſky : 

Then look not, your haughtineſs, downward ſo glum; 
We can't be at once both the dregs and the cum. . 

What tho* My-Lord-Duke, your as hard-hearted 


neighbour, 
Would ſtarve us with nine- pence a- day . our labour, 
Or drive us afield like black cattle, a grazing, 
He neither can pound us, nor wall the highways in. 
E 3 TT, | Lot: * 
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Let his bricklayers and maſons then build till they 
burſt, 5 
And his ſtreets, and his houſes and chapels be curſt ; 


While pence will, for prog, purchaſe pudding or pye, 
As here we've been bred, here we'll lire till we die. 


Your Highneſs may vapour, with arms ſet a-kimbo, 


And your Grace move the Houſe to commit us to limbo: 


We tremble as little at you as at him, 


At a peace-broking peer as @ beer brewer's whim“. 
Had ſots been but ſober, your worſhip had ne'er 
Been raiſed thus aloft, cock-a-hoop in the air; 

To mug-houſe and mobs your high Ration thus ewing, 
Keep o'er your own dunghill no longer this crowing, 


Should a ſtorm ever blow that ſhould topple you down, 
Who, think you, would plaiſter the crack in your 


crown ? 


Your friends, the True Blue, PETIES and turn'd at 


the dyer's, 

Old Whigs grown new Tories, low churchmen high- 
flyers, 

By Dukes, Lords 2 e you'll be left in the 
lurch, 

As ſure as you tumble from Bloomſbury- church. 

The State in a ferment, poor Pelham departed, 

Your Grandſon, God bleſs him, much too tender- 
hearted ; 


* This ſtatue was erected at the expence of his Majeſty's brewer, 


In 


C7 

Ia Faction's fierce flame Party ftill throwing oil, 
'Till her long- ſimm'ring pot is juſt ready to boil, 
Should her broth, over-heated, riſe up to a brimmer, 
And the Devil, to cool it, be ſent with a ſkimmer, 
The froth and the bubbles of Fortune and Birth, 
From the top he'd take off, as he. ſcum of the earth ; 
While we, as he laughs in his ſleeve to have got 'em, 
The &regs of the people, ſink ſafe to the bottom.” 


* 


ON SEEING CAPTAIN Am AT uns. CORNELY's, 
DREST FANTASTICALLY, 


"F-18 ſaid, that our ſoldiers ſo lazy are grown, 
With luxury, plenty, and eaſe, : 

That they more for their carriage than _—_ are 
known, 
And ſcarce know the uſe of a picee'; : 8 

Let them ſay what they will, ſince it nobody galls, 
And exclaim out ſtill louder and louder; 

But there ne'er was more money expended in balls, 

Or a greater conſumption of fpowaer, 


: | „ r THE 


r ” r Þ mA 2 ö 
ie An — 60006 r 2 


2 an 
— — 


2 — 
— — ge a 2 2 
OO — —— = 


+ — — 
: q * 
4 - 4 — 
— — 


——— — * va _— — 2 22 
—— —— 
— — 7—＋§— LS 


— 
y 


rr 


— —-—-— 
2 r 


Cong 


— 2 
— —— — 


_ 
— 


Which I relate to you; 
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THE NORFOLKE TURNIPPE, 


AN AUNCIENT TALE. 


8 O ME countyes vaunte themſelves in pyes, 


And ſome in meate excelle ; 
For Turnippes of enormous ſize, 


Faire Norfolke beares the belle, 


Thilke tale an olde nurſe told to me, 


* 


And well I weene what nurſes ſay, 
Is facred all and true. 


* YN 


At we houre a hardie kaighte 


Was pricking * o'er the ley + 


The ſtarres and moone had loſte their lighte, 


And he had loſte his waye. 


The winde full loude and ſharpe did blowe, 
The clouds amaine did poure, 


And ſuch a night, as ſtoryes ſhewe, 


Was nivir ſeene before. 


* Riding. + Meadow-ground, 


J vaine 


_ 
] yaine hee ſaughte full halfe the nighte, 


Ne ſhelter colde hee ſpie: 
Pirie it were ſo bolde a knighte | . 
Y-ſterv'd with cold ſholde dye. 


* 


Now voices ſtraunge aſtaile his eare, 

And yet ne houſe was nie: 

Thoughte hee, the Devil himſelfe is here, | 
Preſerve me God on hie! 


Then ſummon'd hee his courage hie, 
And thus aloud "gan call; 1 
Fays, gyauntes, demons, come not nie, 
For [ 8 you all!. 

: 1 
When from a hollow turnippe neare- 
Out jump'd a living wighte ; 
With friendly voice, and accent cleare, 
He thus addreſs'd the knight. 


7 


Sir knighte, no demon dwelleth here, 
Ne gyaunte keepes his houſe. 

But tway poor drovers, goodman Vere, 
And honeſt Robin Rouſe.. 


We tweyne have taken ſhelter here, 

With oxen ninety-two z 

And if you'll enter nivir feare, I , 
There's room enough for you. 5 | 
Ks an 


E 


ON THE OAK IN PENSHURST-PARK,. 


FLANTED ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF SIR PHILIF 


As T paſſed ſome weeks the laſt Summer in the 
neighbourhood of Penſhurſt-park, in Kent, the 
ancient ſeat of the noble family of Sidney, T fre- 
quently had the pleaſure of riding among thoſe fine 
old woods, Mentioning this one day among ſome 
of my friends, a gentleman in company told us, that 
ſome years ſince, in a fall of timber that was made 
there for the uſe of the navy, a noble Oak, planted 
on the birth-day of the great Sir Philip Sidney, was, 
by miſtake, unhappily felled. We all agreed, that a 
tree, ſacred to the metnory of ſo great a man, ought 
to have been preſerved inviolate from the edge of 
the axe, 


Waller, in one of his poems, written at Penſhurſt, 
has the following lines on this Oak: 


* Go, boy, and carve this paſſion on the bark 
* Of yonder tree, which ſtands the ſacred mark 
« Of noble Sidney's birth; when ſuch benign, 
Such more than mortal making ſtars did ſhine, 
6 That 


E 


65: That there they cannot but for ever prove 
«© The monument and pledge of humble love. 


The Author of the obſervations on Mr. Waller's 
poems, has the following note upon this paſſage— 
„ Theſe verſes apparently refer to ſome Tree in 
„ Penſhurſt- park, planted at the birth of the famous 
„ Sir Philip Sidney, of which»there is no tradition 
© row remaining in the family; but we may apply 
« to it what Cicero ſays of the Marian Oak ;? 
« Manet vero, & ſemper manebit; ſata ef} enim ingenio 


4. pullins autem agricale cultu flirps lam diuturna, quam 


ws Peet verſu ne poteſu. 


Ben bebe has alſo alluded to this Tree, i in his 
Foreſt, ſpeaking of Penſhurſt: 


Thou haſt thy walks for health as well as ſport, 
Thy mount to which the Druids do reſort ; | 
Where Pan and Bacchus their high feaſts have made, 
Beneath the broad Beech, and a Cheſtnut ſhade ;. 
That taller Free, which of a nut was ſet 
At his great birth, where all the Muſes met. 


But whether the Tree was an Oak or a Cheſtnut, 
Whether lately felled, or ages ago, ſignifies not much: 
the anecdote above Cited was the occaſion of the fol- 
lowing little Ode: 

6 QUERCUS. 


FW 1 


QUERCUS loguitur. 


The Oak ſpeaks. 


Yes, ye mult fall, ye fathers of the wood ! 
Ye, who for ages here have ſtood : 

On whom. an hundred wintry blaſts have beat, 
Who've borne an hundred ſummers heat: 
Yes, ye muſt fall, 'tis for your country's good 
'The Britiſh Navy ſummons now pour a0 5 

She calls; — Oh, be it ever ſaid, ; 

Each Britiſh heart, and ev 'ry Britiſh oak, 
Looks for the fignal, waits the ſtroke, 

And thinks the ling'ring axe too long delay'd. 


Mourn not, ye Nymphs, ye 8 of the an 
Mourn not the ſcene of your chaſte love; 

To yon wide · ſpreading ſhades of beech retreat, 
There ever fix your ſylvan ſeat, 

Where thro' the high-arch'd: bow 'r the Zephyr rove. 


T, who was planted on the ſacred morn, 

On which great Sidney here was born, 

With joy exulting quit this once-lov'd plain: 
J long to plunge amid the main, 

And fee the Britiſh flag my ftrength adorn. 


1 1 
And thou, well, pleas'd, from thy etherial throne, 
Soul of great Sidney, Oh, look down! 
Behold the patriot flame that burnt in thee, 


Now animates thy honour'd tree, 
Who, joyful, meets a death fo like thy own. 


Tua Czſar Ætas *. 


A LL, all is Cæſar's, new- rob'd Afton cries, 
All, all is Cæſar's, the King's Bench replies. 
Poor people, yau have nothing left we ſee, 
Since all is Czſar's which belong'd to me, 
| LIBERTY. 


| 4 
EPISTLE TO MR, CRANMER KENRICK, AT BAT EH. 


AMIDST the pleaſures that attend | 
At Bath, my worthy, honeſt friend, 
If, unexpected, I intrude, 

Forgive me, and not think me rude. 


Intent, at firſt, my zeal to prove,, 
And ſhew, at once, efteem and love, 


.* Mr. Juſtice Aſton's motto upon the rings which he diſtri- 
buted, upon being made a Judge of the King's Bench. 
I thought 


* 1 FE 
T thought, dear Cranmer, to diſcloſe p 7 
My ſentiments, in languid proſe ; 
But, gath'ring from acquaintance long. 
How much you're ſmit with love of ſong, 
I thought a verſe, as more refin'd, 
Would be more gratefal, and as kind: 


And fo, againit my reaſon, chuſe, 
To pleaſe my friend, t' invoke the Muſe, 


You've read, no doubt, and may admire, 
Of country Farmer, and the Squire; 
How John to London city went, 

To fee the *Squire, and pay his rent; 
How Squire delighted to behold 

His tenant's face, and touch the gold ; 
Amidſt a ſet polite and fine, 

Would force the Farmer in to dine— 
No perſon can a ſtation grace, 

Who has not talents for the place— 
No wonder then that John is found 
The butt and jeſt of all around; | * 
For, whilſt he tries his wit t' enhance, 
With more than uſual complaiſance, 
He but his want of ſenſe diſclos'd, 
And finds himſelf the more expos'd. 


80 J, perhaps, with heavy ſtuff, 


In proſe might come off well enough; 
FA But 


[ 91 4 

But ſtriving, void of grace and fear, 
To pleaſe, with rhime, your nicer ear, 
May ſhew myſelf the more a fool, 
Juſt object of your ridicule. 

Oft I revolve, devoid of ſtrife, 
Th' amuſement of ſcholaſtic life; 
(Bleſt ſtate ! where joy and truth abound, 
And pleaſures, void of cares, are found !) 
And there the learned page explore, 
And con our quondum leſſons o'er : 
Or, from the hours of durance free, 
To every heart glad liberty ; 
Unknown to ſickneſs, care, or pain, 
Contend at cricket once again : 
Or, bleit beyond our greateſt hope, 
When favour'd with a wider ſcope, 
With you, with Bullock, Turner, ftray, 
Where Norwood hills invite the way : 
At Allen's, tir'd, ſometimes regale 
With wine, or punch, or buns and ale. 

"1 S=a 8 

Ah! Turner, much lamented youth, 
Adorn'd with Learning, Virtue, Truth! 
Had Fate permitted longer ſtay, 
Nor ſnatch'd thee from thy friends away, 
Thou ſhould' have fill'd ſome nobler place, 
Thy country's ornament and grace! 


* 
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Receive, thou dear departed ſhade, 
This tribute to thy mem'ry paid; 
And may it, while it ſpeaks thy fame, 
Tell how I love, revere thy name. 


The days of pleaſures paſt, I weet, 
Are yet in recollection ſweet : 


Oh! may ſucceeding days reflect | a 
A pleaſure ſtill in retroſpect; | a 


And leave no bitter thoughts behind, 
To ruffle or diſturb. the mind: 

That, when ſhall come the final day, 
When we the debt of Nature pay, 
We may reſign, without a tear, 

Have much to hope, but nought to fear, 


The cloſing of poor Turner's eyes, 
Has led my Muſe to moralize 4 | 
Forgive me, if I call anew . f 
His image, Cranmer, to your view, 
And cauſe you freſhly to deplore, 
Your friend and mane, alas! no more! 15 
Sometimes, when buſineſs will admit, 
I ſearch the Regiſters of Wit: 
To Hiſtory I'm often led, 
There view the actions of the dead: 


1 33 1 

By this inſtructive ſcience ſhown, 

From others faults I learn my own : 

Or, to poetic flights inclin'd, 

When time permits, and Muſe is kind, 
In rhime I trifle out an hour, 

And ſing, in verſe, of Nature's pow'r: 

To love-ſick damſels friendly prove, 

And ſcribble out a Cure for Love: 

Or, thro? Imagination's aid, | 

Enraptur'd, court ſome painted maid, 


Amuſements like to theſe I find, 
Enlarge th' ideas of the-mind ; 
Aﬀord more pleaſing ſweet content, | 

Than hours of riot, taverns ſpent, 


Whilſt I a vacant hour employ, 
To give you pain, or give you joy, 
Methinks, with Fancy's airy flight, 
I fee you in ch' Aſſembly bright, 
With eaſy, lightſome ſtep advance, 
Rejoicing in the mazy dance: 
Or elſe with Beaux and Belles ſit down, x 
To play at cards for half-a-crown ; 
Till, captiv'd by ſome Beauty's art, 
You loſe your caſh, or loſe your heart. 
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T thought t' enquire your gay deſigns, 
And health, at firſt, in twenty lines; 
But ſoon as e'er I could begin, 
Thought upon thought came crowding in, 
And drove me with ſuch rapid force, 
I could not eaſy ſtop my courſe. . 
So boys in Thames their pleaſure take, 
One ſtep, and then another make; 
Till quite depriv'd at length of ſtay, * 
They're carried by the tide away. 


But, not to lead you more about, 
Nor weary quite your patience out, 
If a few minutes you can ſpare, 
From your attention to the fair, 
I ſhould be glad to have a letter, 
In verſe, or proſe if you think better : 
How grand the balls, how fine the place, 
How gay and fplendid ſhines his Grace; 
How Naſh, diverſions all his care, 
Affects of youth the ſprightly air; 
How hearts to conquer, beauties tr) 
And throw around th' alluring eye, ö 
To me, if willing, you might ſend, 
Who am your ſervant, and your friend, 
Vauxhall, f Ios EFH MAWBEY. 


April 3, 1753. 
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ON READING DR. GOLDSMITH'S POEM, THE 
DESERTED VILLAGE. 


BY THE HON. CORBYN MORRIS, ESQ. 


Au Contraire. The Reverſe. 


* 


MARK the new ſcene , how Wealth and Art unite 
T” enrich the ſoil, and give the eye delight: 
Here ſhady waſtes and ruſhy bogs bore ſway, 

Now fields of corn the ploughman's toil obey, 
And lowing paſtures cheer the welcome day. 

See roads new trac'd for univerſal good, 

With ſtately bridges to ſurmount the flood. 

The goddeſs Culture gains a new domain, 
Enliv'ning all, and, with her buſy train, 
Spreads a rich mantle over hill and plain : 

Whilſt Nature views the happy changes made, 
With pleaſing wonder, like a country maid, 

Who, dreſt in elegance, with rich array, 

Scarce knows herſelf, bluſhing to look ſo gay. 


» Bowood, in Wiltſhire, the ſeat of the Right Honourable 
the Earl of Shelburne, &c. &c. h 
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THE LOWNGER. 


IRIS E about nine, get to breakfaſt by ten, 
Blow a tune on my flute, or perhaps make a pen; 
Read a play till eleven, or cock my lac'd hat; 
Then ſtep to my neighbour's, till dinner, to chat. 
Dinner over, to Tom's or to James's I go, 

The news of the town ſo impatient to know; 


While Law, Locke, and Newton, andall the ram race, 


That talk of their modes, their ellipſis, and ſpace, 
The ſeat of the ſou], and new ſyſtems on high, 
In holes as abſtruſe as their myſteries, lie. 
From the Coffee-houſe then to the Tennis away, 
And at five I poſt back to my College to pray : 


il ſup before eight, and, ſecure from all duns, 


Undauntedly march to the Mitre, or Tuns; 
Where in punch, or good claret, my ſorrows I drown, 


And toſs off a bowl, to the beſt in the town : 
At one in the morning I call what's to pay, 


Then home to my College I ſtagger away: 
e L tope all the night, and I trifle all wy. 


\ | EPISTLE 


[- of] 
EPISTLE TO LORD MELCOMBE., 


BY RICHARD BENTLEY, ESQ, 


I'vEz often thought, my Lord, the thing now true, 
Said by Lord Bute, but what I've learn'd from you; 
« We ſhall loſe poetry ;*? in this alone 

Too ſhort, —he might have added, Wit is gone.” 


How came this prime delight of man thus lefſen'd 
From its full orb down to a thumb nail creſcent ? 
With me the caſe admits not of a doubt! 

'The facts is, poeſy itſelf's worn out. 

To you, my Lord, this notion I ſumbit, 

Who knew and help'd to make this age of wit, 
Mix'd with thoſe demi- gods in verſe and proſe, 
Congreves, and Addiſons, and Garths, and Rowes, 
Heroes of giant - limb, and high renown, 

Whoſe deeds we wonder at, and hide our own; 


| Whom but to copy in their idle fits, 


Would break the backs of puny modern wits, 


To ſet this matter in the cleareſt light, 
And be thyſelf th' example while I write, 
Let us, my Lord, if ſo it may avail, 
And you have patience for a long detail, | 
| Give 


— 


F 


Y ) 
& 3 
* 
\ 
N * 
1 
wy £ 
13 
+ 
*- * 1 
: *; 
. + 
IS 
«+ . 
. 
£ 
<B 
3 
3 
N 
81 
185 : 
£ 
21 
7 
} 
f g : 
"4 

0 = i) 

* {4 3 
1 
Iz : 
I 
- 

o 
7 
P 
* 
Ps > 
1 . 
7 
4 
* 4 
. 
Wd 
| 
ws 
: Ty 
TH © 
1 
17 
1275 

* 

eg I 
be x 
< ol 
+64 
N 
64 

i 
1H 
34) 
a 
{ 
r 
ITT. 
$4 3 

Ie 
fn 

3 71 

4 
: 

1 

1 bs 

1 

1 
1 

1 - 

TY} 

i $&P 
S 
Sy? 

9 x 1 
4 
544 

+48 
£050 
"” 
125 
g's 
4 1 
4 

1 44 

+» 
Ll 
4 1 
197 
8; 

| 
bY 
+4 
< 1 17 
3h 
F j 
+ 4 

ot 
4 1 
* 
| 
q i; 
» 14 
17 1 
4 
. 


W 3 — K 
— — TT  — —— — — — 
= -7 


— 
3 — EOS 


ROUNDS 
— — 1 — 


- — 


— 
— 


CE ip AED ; N 
3 -” ie. _ 


- * = * N . 2 Y - T 

—— — — — *. — * — * — — — 

> 2 — — — . 9 * — — 1 — 
ewe - 233233 ů ——— — IS 2 — * * as — * * * * ny 

\ 9 — — — — 
<2 ge — — — 2 w —— 2 — > 


—— 
— 


— 0 * _ — eto Ge 4 — p — 
— JEST — ͤ —— 
— — — o — 


—— 


— Sree >» atrvorer- 


4 eg — 
: == EEE 
— 1 — Ave%— oil 
—— ———— ———f 


- . — ge 5 
— 2 — — 2 2 


— — 


4s 


- LATED 5 


—— 
. 


— 
7, 
- 

— 
— 
8 2 
2 

BOS = 

_ 2 

— „ 


[ 98 


Give the Earl's ſentence a poetic turn; 
Let it run thus: See all Parnaſſus mourn, 


Mute ev'ry Muſe, fee George's praiſe unſung, 


© Their laurels ſcatter'd, and their lyres unſtrung, 
6 Apollo veils with miſts his beamy head, 

„ Nay, Aganippe murmurs ſomething fad.” 
Say, will this ſtile, my Lord, go down or no, 

Glib as it did two thouſand years ago? 

I fancy ſcarce, and favour'd, if it paſs 

From a raw ſchool-boy in the ſecond claſs; 

The reaſon then why no diſguſt it drew, 

Was, that it might be 'Truth, for aught they knew, 
Thoſe early ages no miſtruſt had ſhe wu, 

Ready their faith, their manners roughly hewn, 
And while both Reaſon and Suſpicion doz'd, 
Prieft, Poet, Prophet, Patriot, impos'd. 


With all that either broach'd, the world content, 


Believ'd ſtill farther than they could invent, 


All irrealities came forth reveal'd 

By pow'rſul Fancy into fact congeal'd, 

Then Poetry had elbow- room enough, 

And not reſtrain'd, as now, for want off ſtuff; 
The great abyſs of Fable open ſtood, 

And nothing ſolid roſe above the flood. 


A new Religion ſpreading ev'ry where, 
The ſock of Poetry fell under parz ' _ 
: RTE . For 


* 


( 
For Oracles grew dumb, as men grew wiſe, 
None ſaw for thoſe, who ſaw with their own eyes. 
To waſte her leaves no more the ſybil chooſes, 
They and her tripod ſerve for other uſes. 
No more the Jeſuit prompts her what to tell ; 
For to ſay Middleton and Fontenelle, 


But the new doctrine being found too pure, 
Some able doctors undertook its cure; 
It ſerv'd no purpoſes but ſaving ſinners, 
They added that by which themſelves were winners; 
Ghoſts,' Devil, Witches, Conjurors, in flocks 
Came, like a new ſubſcription, to the ſtocks; 
And Poetry, enlarg'd with a new range, 
Began to ſhew her head again in Change. 


The world grown old, its youthful follies paſt, 
Reaſon aſſumes her reign, tho? late, at laſt. 
By flow degrees, and labouring up the hill, 
Step after ſtep, yet ſeeming to ſtand ſtil], 
She wins her way, wherever ſhe advances 
Satyr no more, nor Fawn, nor Dryad dances. 
The groves, tho' trembling to a natural breeze, 
Diſmiſs their horrors, and ikew nought but trees. 
Before her, Nonſenſe, Superſtitioa fly; 
We burn no Witch, let her be e'er ſo dry; 
A woman now may live, tho” paſt her prime, 
So hallow'd and fo gracious is the time. 
| Bankrupt 
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Bankrupt of deities, with all their train, 
And fet to work without his tools in vain, 
Not genius-crampt (but what can genius do 
When it's tied down to one and one make two?) 
How can poor Poet ſtir? In ſuch a caſe - 
We muſt do ſomething to ſupply their place. 


See, at his beck, all Nouns renouncing ſenſe, _ 
Start into perſons of ſome conſequence. 
Proud of new being, tread poetic ground, 
And aggregate their attributes around; 
Theſe he may uſe of right, as his own growth, 
In all the reſt confin'd to ſober Truth. | 


To bleſs a nation, fee Charlotta come, 
*Twas Anſon, and not Neptune, brought her home, 
A ſingle Nereid ſtirr'd not from below, 
The duce a conch did e'er one Triton blow; 
But, in revenge ſhe plough'd her ſubject main, 
With every virtue *tending in her train. 
Hark, 'tis a people's univerſal voice, 
That bleſs, whue they approve their Sov? reign 's — 


On ſuch a theme, my Lord, might one extend 
Far as one would, nor ſtricteſt Truth offend, 


*Twere only proper epithets to find, 
To every grace of perſon and of mind ; 


Wich 
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With decent dreſs, and emblem to improve 
All that can merit our eſteem and love. 

But then to Poetry where's the pretence, 
Locke and Sir Iſaac write not plainer ſenſe. 
From the firſt ages down to modern time, 
Derive the pleaſing ſtream of verſe a d rhime, 
However vaſt from its firſt ſource it roſe, 

Tu inverted river dwindles as it flows. 


Thus from the lunar hills ſome other Nile, 
Swoln with new ſtores from ſnows that melt the while, 
Stretches his current on to ftercer ſuns, 5 
And glads a thouſand nations as he runs, 

Till having reach'd, proud of his long career, 
Thoſe ſands which belt the middle of our ſphere, 
Exhal'd, abſorb'd, diverted, dry foot croſs'd, 
And, finger'd into rivulets, is loſt, 


Fall'n cherub Simile, who erſt divine, 
Cloath'd with tranſcendant beauty didſt outſhine; 
Plain angel Poeſy, how art thou loſt! 
Sunk in Oblivion's pit! from what height tofs'd ! 2% 


Thus to plain Narrative confin'd alone, 
Figure, Deſcription, Simile quite gone; 

The whole affair evinc'd which we contend, 
Vie thing has had its day, and there's an end, 


Vol. VI. FB Wich 


11 
With Milton, Epic drew its lateſt breath, 
Since Shakeſpeare, Tragedy puts us to death; 
Th' aſſaſſin Satire ſheaths. the keen ſtiletto, 
And langwiſhes, depriv'd of the Concetto ; 
The age with pious eye no longer views 
The great mortality of groſs abuſe. 


Soft Elegy has dried up all her tears, 
Aud Gray compoſes once in ſeven years; 
Celia's and Delia's ſhine no more in ſong, 

Nor ballad bauls the deafen'd fircets along. 
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My Lord, a little patience further ſtill, 
To“ Wit is gone,“ by way of codicil; 
Who but will ſay the thing that hears me tell? — 
The man miſtakes - Lord Melcombe's very well. 
| Suppoſe I ſaid -O could T1 War is done, 
Means it there's no ſuch thing, as ſword, or gun? 
Party and Faction dead, whoever grants, | 
Means he that every man has what he wants? | 
In all theſe caſes is implied alone, 
That there's no object to employ them on. 
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A Court, my Lord, and Miniſter to hit, 
And cry corruption, make all public wit: 
"Tis on this ſenſe my reaſon chiefly ſtands. 
There may be-caſh enough in private hands. 
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Now where could Malice bite, or Envy ſting, 
The poliſh'd model of a perfect King? 

Of Miniſters what mighty matters tell? 

They give, we know, but neither buy nor ſell. 


Add we to what we've ſaid, this little more, 
That all that can be wrote, is wrote before; 
That pool of knowledge ſiſh'd, poach'd, dragg'd and 

drain'd, | 
Till nothing bigger than a  grig remain'd 
And painful writers think it a good day, 
If they can hook a news- paper eflay, 
And muſt remain fo till blank years of grace, 
Suſpending future writing, ſhall take place; 
Put down our piddling, bobbing, and allow 
The ſpawn and fry of Science time to grow. 


But while we're on this ſubjeR, tis worth thinking, 
How little ſalt has kept this world from ſtinking ; 
»Tis the ſame wit, at different times alive, 

Sunk at Whitehall, to riſe up at Queenhithe. 


Born in whatever clime, whatever age, 
We trace it firſt from the Athenian ſtage, 
Where Liberty a little licence claim'd, 
There, juſt as ſomewhere elſe, that ſhan't be nam'd ; 
Taught all her ſons this fav'rite to adore, a 
Much for itſelf, becauſe abuſive more; 
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For every comic writer braided it, 
Two threads of Scandal to one thread of Wit: 
O'er all, ſee Ariſtophanes preſide, . 
And flaſh his lightnings round on every ſide, 
Struck tlie ſham patriot, the ſwoln Poet waſted, 


Alas! een Socrates himſelf he blaſted, 


What was the burſt directly over head, 

So loud its echo, now its fires ſo red, 

Tho' oft thro? "Time's thick cloud the trembling gleam 
We only catch, but miſs the vivid beam; 

While half-ſeen thoughts, like meteors, twinkle light, 
And draw their lucid trails athwart the night. 
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HitherAunto their fountain, other ſtars 
Repairing, ſwell their own peculiars, 

Buy tincture or reflection; Lucian hence, 
His golden urn repleniſh'd; and long ſince 
Rabelais from both his urinal drew full; 

From him, and them, Swift crowded his cloſe- ſtool. 
| Howe'er it came, with the ſtrange paſſion ſtung, 
To raiſe his choiceſt fruit on rankeſt dung; 
Fully convinc'd his jeſſamine and roſe 
Smelt ſweeteſt, planted by his little-houſe ; 
Yet ſtill ſome cleaner parts diſtinguiſh'd lay, 
Like cherry- ſtones upon a child's C— C—,. 
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The naſty lines, my Lord, demand excuſe, 
Happ'ly the times are free from that abuſe; 


Our decent manners all obſceneneſs flout, 
And Wit is at one entrance quite ſhut out. 


From hence, my Lord, Wit took a tour about, 
Refiding in few countries on his rout, 
Appear'd in places, but ne'er took his ſeat in 
One ſpot of earth, except Greece, France, and Britain. 
The reſt a ſingle trophy only bear, 
And juſt enough to ſhow he had been there. 
As Nature's ideot never fails W 
Once in his life, on ſome ſheer ſtrokes of Wit; 
Then ſtoops ten thouſand fathoms down behind, 


Plump in his own vacuity of mind, 


A like excurſion never to repeat 

To the warm regions of ætherial heat. 

Yet when we look at home, my Lord, at beſt, 
We find but little that will ſtand the teſt; 


But then the boaſted days of Charles the Second, 


Unleſs Debauchery, for Wit is reckon'd, 

Moſt that they had appears, by looking back, 

A fungus growing on their butt of ſack. 

E'en my good couſin Rocheſter's but barren, 
From wholeſome meat if you deduct the carrion. 


In the next reigns how could it flouriſh much? 
Bigotry, Revolution, and the Dutch, : 
| F 3 Damp'd, 
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Hamp'd, like wet blankets, its aſpiring flame, 
And if not quite extinguilh'd, kept it tame, 
Till orient Anna lighted all its fires, 

And the glad ſtars reſponſive tun'd their choirs ; 
Piry ſhe e'er left any in the lurch, 

To follow thoſe who lighted her to church. 


Then Halifax, my Lord, as you do yet, 
Stood forth the friend of Poetry and Wit; 
Sought ſilent Merit in its ſecret cell, 

And Heav'n, nay even man repaid him well. 
Man, in the praiſe of every grateful quill, 
And Heav*n in him, who bears his title ſtill: 
Who, on a kingdom to his virtues won, 

- ReiteRs the glories of our Britiſh Sun. 


£ HE late Lord E--g—e was not only a man cf 
pleaſure, but of fine parts, great knowledge, and 
original wit. In him we have the moſt affecting ex- 
ample, how health, fame, ambition, every thing, are 
drawn into that moſt deſtructive of all whirlpools— 
gaming. No man was ever more calculated by na- 
ture to ſerve the public, and charm ſociety— 1 ſhall 
leave the ſhades of this picture unfiniſhed, as, per- 
haps, they were not wholly owing to his © a indif- 
cretion, but his F——'s rigor, To give an idea of 

| his 
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his light, eaſy vein of wit and poetry, we ſhall pre- 
ſent the reader with the following fable, well known 
to be written by him, and never publithed before. 


FABLE OF THE ASS, NIGHTINGALE, AND. KID. 


BY THE LATE LORD Emm——_— 


Trahit ſua quemq ;z voluptas, 


Once on a time it came to paſs, 
A Nightingale, a Kid, and Aſs, 
A Jack one, all ſet out together, 
Upon a trip—no matter whither ; 
And thro? a village chanc'd to take 
Their journey—where there was a wake; 
With lads and laſſes all aſſembled; 
Our travellers, whoſe genius them! 
Each his own way—reſolv'd to taſte 
Their ſhare o'th ſport—we're not in haſte, 
Firſt cries the Nightingale, and I 
Delight in muſic mightily! 
Let's have a tune—ay, come, let's ſtop, 
Replied the Kid, and take a hop. 
Ay, do, ſays Jack, the mean while I 
Will wait for you, and graze hard by. 
Vou know that 1, for ſong and dance, 
Care not a fart but if, by chance, 

As probably the end will be, 
They go a romping—then call me. 
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SEATED one day in a warm boſom of hills, 
covered with evergreens, with a ſmall trout ſtream 
running through the middle, I reflected on the 
faſhion of Engliſhmen repairing to Nice, in Pied- 
mont, for the eſtabliſhment of health, as ariſing more 
from the love of change in general, than to anſwer 
any falutary purpoſes. The accounts of the re- 
markable inclemency of the ſeaſon at that place, and 
the death of two men of conſequence, gave riſe to 
the following lines 


* 


% * 


ODE TO HEALTH, 
N WRITTEN MARGE "40,7177 5- 


In vain ye ſeek: the warmer er thy, 17 
Where Var * rolls down her Alpine tide, 
And flow'rs unfold their varied dye, 

In earlier fragrance by its ſide: 
Yet whom a length of well-ſpent years depreſs, 5 
Or wanton lives whoſe complicated ills confeſs, 


Dowdeſwell in vain invok'd the maid, 
Or on the hill, or milder dale; 
But found her not amid the glade, 
Nor caught her in the whiſpering gale ; 


„ A river that riſes i in the Alps, and runs by Nice. 


There 


* 
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There but ſuch loſs what time will ſee ſupplied! 
Britons, your trueſt, firmeſt patriot genius died. 


For lo! with wreath fantaſtick crown'd, 
She treads this ſolitary ſcene z 
And lightly trips theſe woodlands round, 
Bedeck'd with ſtole of vernal green; 
Glides gently down the murmuring ſtream below, 
And tempers with her pow'r the rougher winds that 
blow. | 


From youth, thee, ruſtic nymph, I woo'd, 
At ev'ning grey, and crimſon morn, 
Thy Reps on beds of violets view'd, 
And ſaw thee wanton on the thorn. 
Far more, the humble ſhrub and poorer cell, 
Thou lov'ſt than in th' intemp?rate air of Courts to 
dwell. | nt, 


But tho' thy influence benign 
To me produce unclouded days, 
Yet true Contentment is not mine, 
Unleſs you claim my Laura's praiſe, | 
And bid her blood with livelier impulſe flow, - 
And on her pailid cheek the banilh'd roſes glow. 


Fx „ From 


„ 

From grief ſhe reſcues the oppreſs'd, 

And drops the ſympathetic tear; 
She pours her balm into the breaſt 

Of virtuous indigence and care. 


Thus from corroding fear and want ſet free, 
She bids them Heav'n addreſs— then ſacrifice to thee. 
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ON A CERTAIN LADY'S CNMING INTO THE ROOM 
AT BATH, WITH A DIAMOND CRESCENT IN 
HER HAIR, 


\ BY MR. POTTER, 


CHASTE Dian's creſcent on her front diſplay'd, 
Behold ! the wife proclaims herſelf a maid ! 
Come, fierce Taillard, or fiercer Junius come, 

On this fair ſubje& urge the conteſt home ; 
Pluck honour from this emblematic moon, 

And ſolve the point which puzzles Warburton + , 
This radiant emblem you may then tranſpoſe, 
And give the horned creſcent to the ſpouſe. 
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BY k. D —, ESQ. ON HIS DAUGHTER'S 
BIRTH-DAY. * 


THE twenty-ſecond day of May 
Is little Fanny's natal day; ; 
Pretty warblers of the wood, 
Quit awhile your callow brood,. 
Gaily prune each gaudy wing, 
Each a merry carol bring, 

To commemorate the morn, 
When my little maid was born. 

Come Aurora! bring thy hours, 

All array'd in May-morn flowers; 
Ev'ry hour ſhall wear a ſmile, 
Little troubles to beguile; 
Airy phantoms, lightly tread 
O'er the cowſlip's glittering head, 
O'er the cup of golden hue, 
Fill'd this morn with filver dew, 
By kind Nature fill'd for you; 1 
Let each little fairy lip, 
Of the pearly dew-drop ſip, 

Nature pours out all her wealth, 


Drink to her's and Fanny's health; | 3 
She, I'm ſure, will not refuſe, 
_ Gratefully thoſe gifts to uſe. 
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O Innocence! protect her Youth, 
Lead her down the paths of Truth, 
Culling ſweets from every flower, 
Truth has twin'd round Virtue's bower, 
There to dwell with ſweet Content, 
Virtue's conſtant reſident. 


Sweets too redolent will cloy ; . 
Prudence mildly tempers joy ; 
Thorns may grow tho” ſweets are near, 
Pity oft will have her tear ; | 
Tears will ſtart, howe'er confin'd, 
From a feeling generous mind. 


Idleneſs for ever meets 


Bitter, in its cup of ſweets ; 


Let her not recline her head, 
Long on Pleaſure's roſy bed, 
Pleaſure does itſelf deſtroy, 

Be improvement then her toy, 
Doing right her greateſt joy. 
Mindful of her parent's nod, 
And her duty to her God; 

Tell her “ to the good and wiſe, 
«© Every place is paradiſe; 
«© Every month to them is May, 
And a birth-day every day.“ 


ON 
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ON BREAKING A CHINA QUART MUG BELONGING 


TO THE - SOCIETY OF LINCOLN COLLEGE, 


OXFORD. 
BY AN UNDER GRADUATE. 


O D E. 
Amphora non meruit tam pretioſa mori. 


1 
WHENE'ER the cruel hand of Death 
Untimely ſtops a fav'rite's breath, 
Muſes in plaintive numbers tell 
How lov'd he liv'd — how mourn'd he fell: 
Catullus *wail'd his ſparrow's fate, 
And Gray immortaliz'd his cat. 
Thrice tuneful bards ! could I but chime fo clever, 
My Quart, my honeſt Quart, ſhould live for ever. 


IE, 


How weak is all a mortal's pow'r, 
T' avert the death-devoted hour! 
Nor can a ſhape, or beauty ſave, 
From the ſure conqueſt of the grave. 
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In vain the butler's choiceſt care, 
The maſter's wiſh, the burſer's pray'r ! 
For when life's lengthen'd to its longeſt ſpan, 
China itſelf muſt fall, as well as Man. 


III. 


Can I forget how oft my Quart 
Has ſooth'd my care, and warm'd my heart? 
When barley lent its balmy aid, 
And all its liquid charms diſplay'd! 
When orange and the nut-brown- toaſt 
Sam mantling round the ſpicey coaſt } 
The pleaſing depth I view'd with ſparkling eyes, 
Nor envied Jove the nectar of the ſkies. 


IV. 


The ſide-board, on that fatal day, 

When you in glitt'ring ruins lay, | 
Mourn'd at thy loſs—in gyggling tone, 
Decanters poured out their moan— 

A dimneſs hung on ev'ry glaſs—- 

Joe “ wonder'd what the matter was 
Corks ſelf. contracted free d the frantic beer, -. 
And ſympathizing tankards dropt a tear. 


® The College Butler. 
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Where are the flow'ry wreaths that bound 

In roſy rings thy chaplets round ? 

The azure ſtars whoſe glitt'ring rays 

Promis'd a happier length of days! 

The trees that on thy border grew, 

And bloſſom'd with eternal blue! 
Trees, ſtars and flow'rs are ſcatter'd on the floor, 
And all thy brittle beauties are no more.— 
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VI. 
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Hadſt thou been form'd of coarſer earth, 
Had Nottingham but giv'n thee birth ! 


Or had thy variegated fide 
Of Stafford's ſable hue been dy'd, 
Thy ſtately fabric had been ſound, 
Tho? tables tumbled on the ground.— 
The fineſt mould the ſooneſt will decay; 
Hear this, ye Fair, for you yourſelves are clay! 


„5 


oN SEFING THE BEAUTIFUL MISS CHARLOTTE 


COLLINS, or WINCHESTER, COPY A DRAWING 
OF THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS. 


O matre pulchri, filia pulchrior ! 


H OW true the mimic forms appear, 
The Ebon ſhield and glitt'ring ſpear ! 
The piercing eye, the ſteady mien, 

As erſt in Athens the was ſeen ; 

Or riſing from her borrow'd guiſe, 
She-ſtruck th? aſtoniſh'd“ Grecian's eyes, 
And in celeſtial radiance dreſt, 

The martial goddeis ſtood conteſt. 


With brow indignant and ſevere, 
See Juno, jealous Queen, appear; 
Stern, as when flighted by her God, 
She made Heav'n tremble at her nod. 
But theſe are Fancy's airy train, ; 
That fir'd old Homer's Epic ſtrain; 
Made heroes fight and deities jar, 
And kept alive a ten years war. 


* When Minerva had conducted Telemachus to Ithaca, under 
the appearance of Old Mentor, ſhe reſumed her form and left him. 


8 Charlotte 


B 
Charlotte, thy pencil's ſkill'd to trace 
Superior forms and eaſier grace: 
Why copy then what Fiction drew, 
When Nature holds herfelf to view! 
Ceaſe on this Cyprian form to gaze, 
And truſt thy faithful mirror's rays; 
By its reflected aid, you'll know 
More vivid tints, the warmer glow, 
The auburn ringlet brilliant eye 
Dimples—where Loves in ambuſh lie 
Teeth—as the Ceylon ivory white— 
Lips=with the Perſian coral dight— 
The graceful neck—and ſwelling breaſt— 
Here Fancy bluſhing paints the reſt. | 
D. 0 TO © FUSEE, R. G, R. 
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INSCRIBED WITHIN A TOWER WHICH MAKES 
PART OF A RUINED CASTLE, ERECTED LATELY. 
AT WIMPOLE, THE STAT OF THE EARL OF 


HARDWICKE, IN CAMBRIDGESHIRE, 
* 


* 


BT DANIEL WAT, ESQ, 


De e we 
r n 


- 


WHEN * Henry ſtemm'd Ierne's ſtormy flood, 
And bow'd to Britain's yoke her ſavage brood ; 
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* Henry II. 


When 
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When by true courage and falſe zeal impell'd, 


Richard, encamp'd on Salem's palmy field ; 


On towers like theſe, Earl, Baron, Vavaſor, 
Hung high their banners waving in the air; 
Free, hardy, proud, they brav'd their feudal Lord, 
And tried their rights by ordeal of the ſword ; 


Now the full board with Chriſtmas plenty crown'd; 


Now ravag'd and oppreſs'd the country round; 


Vet Freedom's cauſe once tais'd the civil broil, 


And Magna Charta clos'd the glorious toil. 


-. + Spruce modern villas different ſcenes afford 


The Patriot Baronet, the Courtier Lord, 
Gently amus'd now walte the Summer's day, 
In Baok-room, Print-room, or in F erme Qrmie > 
While wit, champaign, and pines and poetry, 
Virtu and ice the genial feaſt ſupply. 


But hence the poor are cheriſh'd, artiſts fed, 


And Vanity reheves—in Bounty's ſtead. 


Oh! might our age in happy concert join 
The manly virtues of the Norman line, 
With the true ſcience and juſt taſte which raiſe 
High in each uſeful art theſe modern days ! 


* Richard I. 


A MODERN 
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A MODERN INVOCATION TO A COOK Maid, 


BY MR. K——, OF K— COL, C——Es, 


Ne fit ancillæ tibi amor pudori, 
— prius inſolentem, 


Serva Briſcis niveo colore 


Movit Achillem. Hon 


CouE and crown your lover's wiſhes, 
Vain's the taſk you now purſue, _ 

Leave, ah leaye, your pewter diſhes, 
Think not they can ſhine like you, 


Though no borrow'd airs befriend you, 
Careleſs Beauty wins the heart; 
And if Nature's ſmells attend you, 
Health is ſweeter far than Art. 
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What tho? curling teams around thee, 
Quick in circling eddies play, 

Beau'y's luſtre would confound me, 
Did not that obſcure its ray. 


While you ſcrub that radiant pewter, 
That reflects your roſy hue, 
Who'd not wiſh to be a ſuitor, 

To its bright reflection too. 


: TT a} 
What tho' low 2nd mean your place is, 
Still you ſhine with native pride, 
And your rags diſcover graces, 

Which brocades would cnly hide, 


% 


A POETICAL EPISTLE TO LORD KELLY, 0CCA- 
SIONED BY HIS MIRACULOUS ESCAPE FROM 
SHIPWRECK, IN THE PASSAGE FROM CALA1S 
TO DOVER, DURING THE GREAT STORM IN 
NOVEMBER 1775. | + 


44 IIli Robur et æs triplex 
Circa Pectus erat, qui fragilem truci 
Commiſit Pelago ratem j=— 
Qui ficcis occulis Monſtra Natantia 
Qui vidit Mare Turgidum! ? 
noRAT. o. 3 


DARK was the day, the wind rag'd high, 
Black roll'd the clouds athwart the ſky, 
Sublime was heard the thunder's roar, 
Re-echoing from ſhore to ſhore: ©  _ 

The rain in floods the foreſt bath'd, 

The tow'ring oaks the lightning ſcath'd, 
While ſpectres dire of horrid form 
Clung to the wild wings of the ſtorm. 
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Such was the time when Kelly's Lord 

The Calais Pacquet ſtepp'd aboard; 
The Peer diſplay'd a fluſh of face, 

That might a Paris Ducheſs grace, 

Emboſom' d deep 1a ev'ry dimple, 

There fiery gleam'd a purple pimple, 

Like Summer cloud that lighining vomits, 

Or ſkies at night that blaze with comets; 

Curious with carbuncle and ruby, 5 

Not like a whey- fac'd milk- ſop booby, 
That looks inanimate and filly, 

And languid as a drooping lily: 

No, the red grape, or damaſk roſe, 

Vivid upon his viſage glows ; 

His jolly countenance looked big, 

All elegant with Gallic wig, 

To decorate the head of Earl, 

Wig ne'er diſplay'd ſo ſweet a curl; 
All other wigs to this muſt truckle, 
And hide in papillotes their buckle 
A compoſition rich and rare, 
Pomatum, ſcented-powder, hair: 

A combinal ion and a form” 

Might ſoften rocks, or calm a ſtorm! 
Such was the wig, and ſuch the curl: 
When lo! the tars the ſails unfur!, 

Light o'er the billows bounds the ſkiff, 

And ſhapes her courſe tow'rds Dover Cliff, 
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Mean time the gale blows loud and ſtrong, 

Mix'd with the ſcreaming Curlew's ſong; 

The ſtorm with ten- fold fury raves, 

And ſwell; to tumult all the waves; 

Still thro? the wild, impetuous ſurges, 

All deſperate her way ſhe urges, 

And proudly ſwims a very duck, 

Till on a ſhelving ſand ſhe ſtruck: ; 

Each paſſenger with terror faints, 

Pale fear each rueful viſage paints, 

They tremble leſt they find a pillow 

In each obſtrep'rous daſhing billow ; 

The mind of Kelly ſpurns at Fate, 

Collected all, and all ſedate, 

He bears for bravery and the palm, 

All ftorm without, within all calm. 

Tho? ev'ry hair hangs looſe and lank, 

Or like ſome weeping willow dank; 

Altho' his wig be drench'd with brine, 

He ſcorns ignobly to repine.— | 

Such courage charms the pow'rs above, 

So off again the bark they ſhove; 

Green Nereids gaily round her ſport, 

And point the way to Dover's port; 

The drooping crew with ſongs they ſooth, 

And all the ruffled deep they ſmooth ; 

'The moon reſtrains the ſwelling tides, - 

The howling hurricane ſubſides. 
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In ancient ſtory thus I've found, 
That no Muſician e'er was drown'd; 
A harp was then, or I miſtake it, 
Much better than the beſt cork packer ; 
The Grecian harpers weat abroad, 
The lockers well wich liquor ftor'd ; 
For harpers ever had a thirſt, 
Since harping was invented firſt, 
They in the cabbia fat a drinking, 
Till the poor ſhip was almoſt ſinking ; 
Then running nimbly to the poop, 
They gave the ſcaly brood a whoop z 
And, ſudden as they form'd the wiſh, 
For ev'ry harper came a fiſh ; 
Then o'er the briny billows ſcudding, 
They car'd for drowning not a pudding, 

| Methinks, my Lord, with cheek of roſe, 

I ſee you mount your bottle noſe; 
Or firmly holding by a whole fin, 
Ride degagẽ upon your dolphin. 
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'Twas thus the tune ful Peer of Kelly 
Eſcap'd ſome whale's enormous belly ; 
And, ſafe in London thinks no longer, 

_ He'll prove a feaſt for ſhark or conger. 
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ON THE LADIES FEATHERS, 


Quid vento levius ? - Pulyis. Quid pulvere? Pluma. 
Quid pluma? Mulier, Quid muliere? Nihil. 


| Duſt's lizhter than the wind—than duſt a feather; 
| But Woman's lighter than all theſe together. 


THE Ladies have brought in feathers again with 
the Winter and the woodcocks. The Ph loſopher's 
deſcription of an- human creature, anima! bipes im- 
plume, „a twa-legged, unfeathered animal,” is no 
longer applicable to our women; and the men have 
nothing to do, in order to deſtroy the definition on 
their part, but to follow Rouſſeau's ſyſtem, and to 
walk_upon all-fours. | 


The female ſex ſeem at preſent to wiſh to be con- 
ſidered as a collection of all the birds in the air. 
Some few ſing in a cage; many entertain us with 
their wild notes; and moſt of them give us to under- 
ſtand, that any violence offered to them, is a kind of 

petty offence, not ſo puniſhable as robbing a heu- 
\ rooſt. | 


* 
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In complaiſance to the Ladies, I have ſometimes 
amuſed myſelf with following the train in which 
SY” | they 


- 


„ 


as}: 


they have appeared deſirous to lead us. When I fee 
the black feathers of a widow, I coniider them as 
emblems of the plumes nodding over the hearſe of 


her late huſband, confequently as a notice that 


there is room for another; and when I behold 
the white feathers on the head of an unmarried Lady, 
I interpret them as the triumph of a young innocent 
on being juſt fledged, or, perhaps, as an intimation, 
from ſome more-knowing fair-one, of the deceaſe of 
her virginity. The high top of a ſtately Woman 
of Quality in the fide-box, has more than once re- 
minded me of the peacock; while the ſhauls and 
varied plumage of the Eaſt India Directors Ladies in 
the front, have brought to my imagination the idea 
of Chineſe peaſants and Bantams. The ſemale birds 
F prey in other parts of the Theatre, with their keen 
eyes, have put me in mind of hawks, eagles, and 
vultures; and the more common ſort in the green- 
boxes, I have compared to Guznea hens; and upon 
ſceing Prince Orlow at the play, ſome time ago, 
while J was indulging theſe ſpeculations, I could 
not help thinking of his gallant miſtreſs, who is ſai4 
to have a ſtomach capable of digeſting lead and iron, 
and of courſe reſembling her to an oftrich, 


Having once fallen into this vein, it is impoſſible 
to go to a route, or into any numerous aſſembly, 
without converting the feathers of the daughters of 
HVor. VI. 5 G. 
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goilipping,” ſcandal, and chit-chat, into marks of 
cuckows, parrots and magpies. When I go to the 
Opera, and obſerve the plumes and the performers, 
the Gabrielli— cam /ermiviro comitatu—appears like a 
- nightingale ſurrounded by capons. But when I turn 
to the boxes, I cannot but agree, that if there is one 
woman who 1s acknowledged to be a good wife, a 
good mother, and a good friend, ſuch a woman ought 

to be conſidered as the Bird of Paradiſe. | 
Bird-ftreet. | ORNITHOLOGUS. ' 


A PRAYER TO INDIFFERENCE. 


BY MRS. GREVILLE. 


0 


Ox Tve implor'd the Gods in vain, 
: And pray'd till I've been weary ; 
For once I'll ſtrive my wiſh to gain, 
Of Oberon, the Fairy, 


Sweet airy being, wanton ſprite, 
Who liv'ſt in woods unſeen, 
And oft by Cynthia's filver light 
Trips gaily o'er the green; 
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If e'er thy pitying heart was mov'd, - 
(As ancient ſtories tell) 
And for th' Athenian maid, who loy'd, 
Thou ſought'ſt a wond*rous ſpell. 


Oh! deign once more t' exert thy pow” rz 
Haply ſome herb or tree, 

Sov'reign as juice from weſtern flower, 

Conceals a balm for me. 


I aſk no kind return in love, 
No tempting charm to pleaſe; 
Far from that heart ſuch gifts remove, 
Which ſighs for peace and eafe, 


Nor eaſe, nor peace, that heart can know, 
That, like the needle true, 

Turns at the touch of joy or woe, 

But, turning, trembles too. 


For as diſtreſs the ſoul can wound, 
"Tis plain in each degree, 

Bliſs goes but to a certain bound, 

Beyond, *tis agony. 


Then take this treacherous ſenſe of mine, 
Which dooms me ſtill to ſmart: 
Which Pleaſure can to Pain refine, 

To Pain new pangs impart } 
8 2 „„ 00” 


E 
Oh ! haſte to ſhade the ſoy*reign balm, 
My ſhatter'd nerves new firing ; 


And for my gueſt, ſerenely calm, 
The nymph, Indifference, bring. 


At her approach, ſee Hope, ſee F ear, 
See Expectation fly; 
With Diſappointment in the Tear, 
That blaſt the purpos'd joy. 


The tears which Pity taught to flow, 
My eyes ſhall then diſown; 

The heart which throbb'd for other's woe, 
Shall then ſcarce feel its own. | 


The wounds which now each 1 bleed, 
Each moment then ſhall cloſe; 
And peaceful days ſhall ſtill ſucceed 
To nights of ſweet repoſe, 


Oh, Fairy Elf! but grant me this, 
This one kind comfort ſend ; 
And ſo may never-fading bliſs 
Thy flow'ry paths attend ! 


So may the glow-worm's glimmering light _ 
Thy tiny footſteps lead, 

To ſome new region of delight, 
Unknown to mortal tread ! 


[149i ! 1 
And be the acorn- goblet fill'd Aj 
With Heav'n's ambroſial dew, 1 
From ſweeteſt, freſheſt flow' rs diſtill'd, 1 
That ſhed freſh ſweets for you. — 1 
And what of life remains for mne 1 
P11 paſs in ſober eaſe; 7 
Half- pleas'd, contented will I be, 'Y 
Content bat half to pleaſe. | 
TWO LOVE ELEGHES 7 
„ Argelitanas mavis habitare Tabernas, 
Cum tibi, parve liber, ſcrinia noſtra vacent. 
Neſcis, heu! neſcis dominæ Faſtidia Rome : 
Crede mihi, nimium martia turba ſapit. 
FEtherias, laſcive, cupis volitare per auras: 
J, fuge ; ſed poteras tutior eſſe domi. MARTIAL» 
BLEGY 1. 
eh i 3 N 
I'S night, dead night; and ofer the plain 
Darkneſs extends her ebon ray, 
While wide along the gloomy ſcene 
Deep Silence holds her ſolemn ſway: 
8 Throughout 
s - 
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Throughout the Earth no chearful beam 
The melancholy eye ſurveys, 
Save where the worm's fantaſtic gleam 
The 'nighted traveller betrays. 
The ſavage race (fo Heav'n decrees) 
No longer thro? the foreſt rove ; 
All Nature refts, and not a breeze. 
Diſturbs the ſtillneſs of the grove : 
All Nature reſts; in Sleep's ſoft arms 
The village ſwain forgets his care: 
Sleep, that the ſting of Sorrow charms, 
And heals all ſadneſs but Deſpair: 
Deſpair, alone, her power denies ; | 
And, when the Sun withdraws his rays, 
To the wild beach diſtracted flies, 
Or, chearleſs, through the deſart ſtrays: 
Or, to the church-yard's horrors led, 
While fearful echoes burſt around, 
On ſome cold ſtone he leans his head, 
Or thro'vs his body on the ground. 
To fome ſuch drear and ſolemn ſcene, 
Some friendly power direct my way, 
Where pale Misfortune's haggard train, 
Sad luxury! delights to ſtray: 
Wrapp'd in the ſolitary gloom, 
Retir'd ſrom Life's fantaſtic crew, 
Reign'd, I'll wait my final doom, 
And bid the buſy world adieu. 


The 


I * 1 


The world has now no joy for me; 
Nor can life, now, one pleaſure boaſt; 
Since all my eyes deſir'd to ſee, 
My wiſh, my hope, my all is Joſt; 
Since ſhe, ſo form'd to pleaſe and bleſs, 
So wiſe, ſo innocent, ſo fair, 
Whoſe converſe ſweet made Sorrow leſs, 
And brighten'd all the gloom of care : 
Since ſhe is loſt—ye powers divine! 
What have I done, or thought, or ſaid? 
O ſay ! what horrid act of mine, 
Has drawn this vengeance on my head ? 
Why ſhould Heaven favour Lycon's claim? 
Why are my heart's beſt wiſhes crolt? 
What fairer deeds adorn his name? 
What nobler merit can he boaſt ? 
What higher worth in him was found, 
My true heart's ſervice to outweigh 2 
A ſenſeleſs fop !—a dull compound 
Of ſcarcely animated clay ! 
He dreſs'd indeed, he danc'd with eaſe, 
And charm'd her, by repeating o'er 
Unmeaning raptures in her praiſe, 
That twenty fools had ſaid before: 
But I, alas! who thought all art 
My paſſion's force would meanly prove, 
Could only boaſt an honeſt heart, 
And claim'd no merit but my love. 
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Have Itnot fate—ye conſcious hours, 


Be witneſs— while my Stella ſung, 
From morn to eve, with all my powers 
Rapt in th' enchantment of her tongue! 
Ye conſcious hours, that ſaw me ſtand, 
Entranc'd in wonder and ſurprize, 
In filent rapture preſs her hand, 

With paſſion burſting from my eyes. 
Have I not lov'd ?—O Earth and Heaven! 
Where, now, is all my youthful boait ? 

The dear exchange I hop'd was giv'n 
For ſlighted Fame, and Fortune loſt ! 
Where now the joys that once were mine ? 
Where all my hopes of future bliſs ? 
Muſt I thoſe joys thoſe hopes, refign ! 
Is all her friendſhip come to this? 
Muſt then, each woman faithleſs prove; 
And each fond lover be undone? 
Are vows no more !—Almighty Love! 
The {ad remembrance let me ſhun ! 
It will not be—— my honeſt heart 
The dear, ſad image ſtill retains: 
And, ſpite of Reaſon, ſpite of Art, 
The dreadful memory remains. 
Ye Powers divine, whoſe wondrous ſkill 
Deep in the womb of Time can fee, 
Behold, I bend me to your will, 
Nor dare arraign your high decree! 
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Let her be bleſs'd with health, with eaſe, 
With all your bounty has in ſtore; 

Let ſorrow cloud my future days, 
Be Stella bleſs'd! I aſk no more. 

But lo! where, high in yonder Eaft, = 
The ftar of Morning mounts apace ! 

Hence—let me fly th' unwelcome gueſt, 


And bid the Muſe's labour ceaſe. 


ELEGY IT. 
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WHEN young, Life's journey L began, 
The glittering proſpect charm'd my eyes, 
I ſaw along th' extended plain 
Joy after joy ſucceſſive riſe ; 
And Fame her golden trumpet blew ; 
And Power dif, play*d her gorgeous charms ; 
And Wealth engag'd my wandering view; 
And Pleaſure woo'd me to her arms: 
To each, by turns, my vows I paid, 
As Folly led me to admire; 
While Pancy magnified each ſhade, 
And Hope encreas'd each fond deſire. 
But ſoon I found 'twas all a dream; 
And learn'd the fond purſuit to ſhun, 
Where few can reach their purpos'd aim, 
And thouſands, daily, are undone: 
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And Fame, I found, was empty air; 
And Wealth had Terror for her gueſt ; 
And Pleaſure's path was ſtrew'd with Care; 
And Power was vanity at beſt, 
Tir'd of the chace, I gave it ober; 
And, in a far ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
To Contemplation's ſober power 
My youth's next ſervices J paid. | 
There Health and Peace adorn'd the ſeene; 
And oft, indulgent to my prayer, 
With mirthful eye, and frolic mien, 
The Muſe would deign to viſit there: 
There would ſhe oft, delighted, rove 
The flow'r-enamell'd vale along; . 
Or wander with me through the grove, 
And liſten to the wood-lark's ſong; 
Or, mid the foreſt's awful gloom, 
Whilſt wild amazement fill'd my eyes, 
Recal paſt ages from the tomb, 
And bid ideal worlds ariſe. 
Thus, in the Muſe's favour bleſt, 
One wiſh alone my ſoul could frame, 
And Heaven beſtow'd, to crown the reſt, 
A friend, and Thyrſis was his name. 
For manly conſtancy, and truth, 
And worth, unconſcious of a ſtain, 
He bloom'd, the flower of Britain's youth, 
The boaſt and wonder of the plain. 
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Still, with our years, our friendſhip grew; 
No cares did then my peace deſtroy: 
Time brought new bleflings, as he flew ; 
And every hour was wing'd with joy: 
But ſoon the bliſsful ſcene was loſt ; 
Soon did the ſad reverſe appear ; 
Love came, like an untimely froft, 
To blaſt the promiſe of my year. 
I faw young Daphne's angel ſorm, 
(Fool that I was, I bleſs'd the ſmart) 
And, while I gaz'd, nor thought of harm, 
The dear infection ſeiz'd my heart: 
She was—at leaſt in Damon's eyes — 
Made up of lovelineſs and grace; 
Her heart a ſtranger to diſguiſe; 
Her mind as perfect as her face: 
To hear her ſpeak, to ſee her move, 
"(Unhappy 1, alas! the while). 
Her voice was joy, her look was love, 
And Heaven was open in her ſmile! 
She heard me breathe my am'rous prayers, 
She liſten'd to the tender ſtrain, 
She heard my ſighs, ſhe ſaw my tears, 
And ſeem'd, at length, to ſhare my pain 
She ſaid ſhe lov'd—and J, poor youth! 
(How ſoon, alas! can Hope perſuade !) 
Thought all ſhe ſaid no more than truth, 
And all my love was well repaid... 
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Care hovers round, and Grief's fell train 
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In joys unknown to Courts, or Kings, 
With her I fate the live-long day, 
And ſaid and look'd ſuch tender things, 
As none beſide could look, or ſay ! 
How ſoon can Fortune ſhift the ſcene, 
And all our earthly bliſs deſtroy ?— 


Still treads upon the heels of Joy. 
My age's hope, my youth's beſt boaſt, 
My ſouPs chief blefling, and my pride, 
In one ſad moment all were loſt ; 
And Daphne chang'd, and Thyrſis died. 
Oh, who, that heard her vows ere- while, 
Could dream thoſe vows were infincere ? 
Or, who could think, that ſaw her ſmile, 
That Fraud could find admittance there? 
Yet, ſhe was falſe my heart will break ! 
Her frauds her perjuries were ſuch 


Some other tongue than mine muſt ſpeak 
J have not power to ſay how much! 
Ye ſwains, hence warn'd, the bait avoid ; 
Oh ſhun her paths, the trait'reſs ſhun! . 
Her voice is death, her ſmile is fate, 
Who hears, or ſees her, is undone. 
And, when Death's hand ſhall cloſe my eye, 
(For ſoon, I know, the day will come) 
Oh chear my ſpirit with a figh ;. 
And grave theſe lines upon my tomb. 
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THE EFPITAPH. 


CoNSIGN?D to duſt, beneath this ſtone, 
In manhood's pride is Damon laid; 

Joyleſs he liv'd, and died unknown, 
In bleak Misfortune's harren ſhade, 

Lov'd by the Muſe, but lov'd in vain— 
"Twas Beauty drew his ruin on 

He ſaw young Daphne on the plain; 
He lov'd, believ'd, and was undone : 

His heart thea ſunk beneath the ftorm, 
(Sad meed of unexampled truth) 

And Sorrow, like an envious worm, 
Devour'd the bloſſom of his youth. 

Beneath this ſtone the youth is laid = 
Oh greet his aſhes with a tear! 

May Heaven with bleſſings crown his ſhade, 

And grant that peace he wanted here! 
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STANZAS TO —, WITTE THE FOREGOING 
| „ MELAOTBS:" >: 


SINCE you permit the lowly Muſe 
This offering at your feet to lay, 

Her flight with ardour ſhe renews ;. 
Nor heeds the perils of the way: 


"* 
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If, in the Poet's artleſs lays, 
Late warbled in his native grove, 


| You find, perchance, one line to praiſe, 


Or ſhould one fentiment approve ; 
Let critics babble o'er and oer, 
Of figures falſe, and accent wrong, 
Bleſt in thy ſmile he aſks no more 
There muſt be merit in the ſong. 
But, when of Epitaph and Worm, 
Of Death and Tombs the bard doth rave, 
You'll aſk, how *ſcap'd he from the ſtorm? 
What power hath ſnatch'd him from the grave ? 
The Muſe the ſecret will impart ; | 
(For what avails it to diſguiſe ?) 
A ſpeck he ſaw in Daphne's heart, 
That dimm'd the luſtre of her eyes. 
But, had the maid thy power poſſeſs'd, 
'Fo bind and ſtrengthen Beauty's charm ; 


The virtues glowing in thy breaſt: 


The graces breathing in thy form: 
Of manners gentle, and fincere, 

Had Daphne been what 18, 
And had Misfortune's ſtroke ſevere 

Then robb'd him of his promis'd bliſs, 
Too big for words, the deep diſtreſs 

Had quickly ſtopp'd the Poet's tongue: 
O'er-borne by Paſhon's'wild exceſs, 
His heart had funk, unwept, unſung.. 


The 
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The youth, too ſure, had © died unknown * 
No lover's ſigh his ſhade had bleſs'd; 
No rude memorial on his ſtone 
Had mark'd his aſhes from the reſt ; 
Unleſs, perchance, with one kind tear, 
The pitying maid his fate ſhould mourn, 
And bid ſome happier ſervant's care 
To throw a laurel on his urn. 


A PASTORAL BALLAD, COMPOSED ONE HUNDRE 
> Pans aan. © | 


CGOOD-NATURE and Courteſy, ſiſters I ween, 
Twin daughters of Virtue the mother ; 

In features ſo like, that when ſingle they're ſeen, 
Folks often take one for the other : 

In gentle complacency, geſture, and grace, . 
A difference ſcarce could you ſee ; 

Save one, when you ſpoke to her, ſmil'd in your face; 
T' other modeſtly bended the knee. 


One fine Summer's morning reſolv'd on a roam; 
They roſe with the lark, and as gay, 

For as they intended to go far from home, 
They dreſs'd themſelves out for the day: 


Their 
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Their buſkins they lac'd, ſo to leave the knee bare, 
And move with a grace unconfin'd ; 


Their robes that were wont to flow looſe in the air, 
Were careleſsly tuck'd up behind. 


Enſhrin'd in a fearf of a roſe-colour'd hue, 
As ſplendid and bright as the morn ! 
A preſent which Hebe, the fair goddeſs, threw 
O'er their faces the day they were born: 
While fragrance by Zephyr was pilfer'd away, 
And wafted all over the dale; 
Their fair auburn treſſes a-looſe in diſplay, 
Were wan:only kiſs'd by the gale. 


Thus array'd for the journey, and each to her mind, 
They chearfully walk'd on together; 

Their ſteps were ſo light, left no traces behind, 
And their hearts were as light as a feather: 

Far weſtward,” ſays Courteſy,** lives a fam'd knight, 
Near a town in the mountains of Kerry; 

4 If fatigu'd, we'll repoſe at that feat of delight, 
He was wont to be courteous and merry. 


4 Erft been times happy we've 1 G's; and 
„ play'd, 
“ And frolick'd away with . other; 
Hand in hand o'er the lawns and the vallies we 
« firay'd;: | 
«© They took us for ſiſter and brother: 


er 
© Fame ſays, he's much chang'd fince he took a fair 
6c bride, 
«©. Who preſides at the caſtle of Dingle. 
He ſure won't forget us, Good-nature replied, 
« Who careſs'd us ſo often when ſingle.” 
Thus in chatting along they beguil'd away reſt, 
Till at length they diſcovered a town ; 
Juſt as Sol ſunk reclin'd upon Thetis's breaſt, 
And Eve became duſky and brown ; 
When the caſtle they ſought for aroſe in full view, 
Both their eyes and their hearts to delight ; 
Whoſe ſplendid appearance they very well knew, 
And its bountiful owner, the knight. 


As they drew near the gate, they adjuſted each grace, 
Which had ſuffered, thro? teil and the weather, 
'The hair, the rude wind had blown over the face, 
They comb'd in, and tied up together; 
Then rapt at the door, and each ſent in her name, 
Which announc'd that two Ladies did wait; 
Old acquaintance, they ſaid, and they thought it no 
ſhame 
To pay him a viſit, tho' late. 


When a dowdy-like figure, in riding attire, 
With as little of beauty as grace ; 

The cheeks all empurpl'd with ſpots red as ws. 
Suffuſing it o'er the whole face: 
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With arms ſet a kimbo, and maſculine air, 
Advanc'd like the caſtle's defender; 
Tho? the ſex none can vouch, as it breeches did wear, 
And ſeem'd of the Epicene gender. 


But a ſhrill female voice ſoon the woman declar'd, 
Which pierc'd like the wind in December; 
Aſſailing the ears of the Nymphs (who were ſcar'd) 
In words they have cauſe to remember: 
„How have ye the confidence, huſſeys, ſhe cries, 
« At this time of the night to alarm me? — 
« The names you ſent in are a parcel of lies; 
« You are zrulls that belong to the army. 


“ The perſon you've had the aſſurance to name, 
«© Whole former acquaintance you boaſt ; 
4 Tts the worth of his ears to acknowledge your claim, 
« While I'm at the head of the roaſt : 
«© Such trollops ſhall never come near his domain,. 
“ So march off, and ſeek for new places.“ 
Then turn'd on her heel with an air of diſdain, 
And lapt the door full in their faces. 


THE 


1 


- 88 Lonely 2 
e . 1» th + EI 2 * 2 — 
1 P en Þ 4 
CR — : 8 = 2 N n .— — — 
75 — ug 2 a "4.7 = 
ae ber i); _—_ l * r 3 = 
EW, * bn 1 „ 
— —— mo g 


SD =". 


Taba 


one 
— 


2 * <> 


THE LAWYER'S PRAYER. 


» 
SS . 
* . 
r 

> Y E 
— 4 EN. a $984 Bs 
SE Yee a Bo 1 
— nn - \ 


A FRAGMENT. 


BY DR, BLACKSTONE. 


End FD 7 8 
men Ä. 
2 2 — — 
2 4 DE 2 
— a OOO WOO oo 
- 7 * 
I 3 = 


ORDAIN'D to tread the thorny ground, 
Where few, I fear, are found; 

Mine be the conſcience void of blame ; 

The upright heart; the ſpotleſs name; 
The tribute of the-widow's pray'r ; 

The righted orphan's grateful tear! 

To Virtue, and her friends, a friend ; 
Still may my voice the weak defend! 
Ne'er may my proſtituted tongue 

Protect th' oppreitor in his wrong! 

Nor wrelt the ſpirit of the laws, 

To ſanctify the villain's cauſe ! 

Let others, with unſparing hand, 

Scatter their poiſon through the land; 
Enflime difſention, kindle ſtrife ; 

And ſtrew with ills the path of life ; 

On ſuch, her gifts let Fortune ſhower, 

Add wealth to wealth, and power to power; 
On me, may favouring Heaven beſtow, 
That peace, which good men only know. 
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The joy of joys, by few poſſeſs'd, 
The eternal ſunſhine of the breaſt ! 
Power, fame, and riches, I reſign— 
'The praiſe of honeſty be mine ; 
That friends may weep, the worthy ſigh ; 
And poor men bleſs me when 1 die 


LOVE ELECY., TO DAMON. 


No longer hope, fond youth, to hide thy pain“, 
No longer bluſh the ſecret to impart ; 
Too well I know what broken murmurs mean, 
And ſigh's that burſt, half. ſtifled, from the heart, 
Nor did I learn this ſkill by Ovid's rule; 
The magic arts are to thy friend unknown: 
I never ſtudied but in Myra's ſchool; 
And _ judge thy paſſion by My own. 


Believe me, + Love is jealous of his power ; 
Confeſs by times the influence of the God: 

The ſtubborn feel new torments every hour; 
To merit mercy, we muſt kiſs the rod. 


* Non ego celari poſſim, quid nutus amantis, 
Quidve ferant miti lenia verba ſono, 
Nec mihi ſunt ſortes |  T'IBULe 


+ Define diſſimulare; Deus crudelius urit, 
= Quos videt invitos ſuccubuiſſe ſibi. s 1I Bur. 
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In vain, alas! you ſeek the lonely grove, 
And in fad numbers to the Thames complain: 
The ſhade, with kindred ſoftneſs, ſoothes thy love; 
Sad numbers ſoothe, but cannot cure thy pain. 


When Phcebus felt (as ſtory ſings) the ſmart, 
By the coy beauties of his Daphne fir'd, 

Not Phœbus ſelf could profit by his art, 

Though all the Nine the facred lay inſpir'd. 


Even ſhould the maid vouchafe to hear thy ſong, 
No tender feelings would its ſorrows raiſe; 

For, Verſe hath' mourn'd imagin'd woes ſo long, 
She'll hear unmov'd, and without pitying praiſe, 


Nor yet, proud maid, ſhould'ſt thou refuſe thine ear; 
Nor are the manners of the Poet rude ; 
Nor pours he not the ſympathetic tear, 
His heart by anguiſh, not his own, ſubdu'd. 
When faireſt names in long Oblivion rot, 
(For faireſt names muſt yield to waſting Time) 
The Poet's miltreſs ſcapes the common lot, 
And blooms uninjur'd in his living rhime. 


Nec proſunt Domino, que proſunt omnibus artes OVIDs 
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1MITATION OF THE EIGHTH ODE IN THE THIRD 
BOOK OF HORACE. 


BY MR. HARRIS. 


TO THE HON. THOMAS WINNINGTON, ESQ» 


YOU a why bachelors take ſtate; 
My little room, my ſcanty plate, 
Thus furbiſh'd out for dinner— 
Eloquent Senator, this treat 
Was vow'd when in wine-licence ſeat, 
ö You plac'd a half- ſtarv'd ſinner. 


This day revolving, ſhall produce e 
My well-wax'd, choiceſt, ſacred juice 
Of claret and Champaign, 
Old Cyprus labell'd from renown, 
Of battle fought, or taken town, 
In godlike Naſſau's reign. 


O Winnington | now freely quaff, 
Prolong the revels and the laugh, 
Let Strife and Envy vaniſh ; 
Forget the ſtate and civil cares, 
The realms of Auſtria rent in ſhares, 
Each German conteſt baniſh, 
Spain 
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Spain ſhall ſubmit, that ſlow tam'd-foe, 
France quits. the meditated blow, 

Her famiſh'd fleet retiring ; 
Soon Ruſſia's ſons ſhall fill the plain, 
The balance England hold again, 
Walpole and George inſpiring, 


Of great affairs now waſh your hands, 
And leave the empty houſe to Sands, 
Ol buſineſs ever thinking; 

Let him and Gyb——n finiſh now, 
The nothing that there's left to do, 
While we fit gaily drinking. 


Forget for once all public cares, 

All parli'mentary affairs, 

All precedents and order; 

Not e'en about elections think, 

Nor ſigh at the expence of drink, 
Dear glorious recorder. 


But tell, when firſt by Polly mov'd, 

How great your flame, how much you lov'd, 
How many times you kiſs'd her 

Poor girl, deſerted and forlorn ! 


This for the night—then in the morn, 


Fly with relays to Worceſter, 


= | an 


„„ wa. 


— 


ON CERTAIN NEW BUILDINGS NEAR THE ROYAL 
EXCHANGE, 


— 
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W HEN Iſrael's impious ſons forgot 
The God, who their deliv'rance wrought, - 
Aud fell before a calf of gold; 
Or when they tham'd the ſacred uſe 
And worſhip of Jehova's houſe, 
Built tables there, and bought and fold ; 


* 


- 
— 


T'o ours, theirs were but puny crimes, 
The Chriſtian Jews of modern times 
Outdo the deeds of all their race: 
They boldly tumble temples down, 
And then, th* impiety to crown, 
Set up their idol in the place. 


: THE MIRROUR OF KNIGHTHOOD. 


A TRUE TALE.—WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1/34. 


- 


R1BBONS and ſtars, and courtly toys, 

Attract the wond'ring vulgar's eyes, 

Who, an implicit homage pay 

To ev'ry thing that's glitt'ring gay; 
rep ES | A dunce, 


} 
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A dunce, or what's inanimate, 


* 


A golden aſs, or coach of ſtate: 


But the diſcerning few, the wile, 

Truſt not entirely to their eyes; 
For they conſider Honour's badges 

Are not true Merit's conſtant wages. 
Examples in all lands abound, _ 
Except our own, where few are found: 
And therefore, to avoid reflection, 

A foreign tale is my election. 


An Engliſh merchant * who for trade 


His reſidence Oporto made, 

Liv'd in a houſe of ſtructure odd; 

One wing extending to the road, 

Which made a nook where people ſtood, 

The fountains of a briny flood. 

Sol here intenſely darts his beams, 

And raiſes ſuffocating ſteams. 

Our merchant, who could not endure 

The nuiſance, ſtudied for a cure. 

Should he deſire them to forbear ; 

A ſhow'ry ſky as ſoon would hear: 

For they but ſmall regard would ſhow 

A foreigner, their Church's foe. 

This brought to mind their ſuperſtition ; 

(A lucky thought in his condition) 
»The late Sir Robert Godſchall, 

You: Vi K 


With 
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With that he for a workman ſends, 
Bids him forthwith the corner cleanſe, 
And in it then a cri erect, 
(Object of Catholics reſpect) 
*Tis done; the paſſengers no more 
Infeſt the corner as before; 


But n there the cro/5 adore. - 


The King, Yoon after, hapt to dub 


With knighthood, a notorious. ſcrub : 


(Ye Britons take my ftory right 
*T was Portugal that own'd the knight) 


So ill- beſtow'd a grace, became 


Of converſation general theme: 


When at our Merchant's table one, 

On the ſame ſubject thus began: 

4 [| muſt confeſs, I'm at a loſs, 

« How the King came to give the croſs 
« "To ſuch a wretch, the public ſcorn !” 


(The croſs their badge of knighthood worn) 


Our Merchant, with a ſmile, replies, 
« *Tis done with reaſon. Kings are wiſe; 


% The ſame I've to my corner done, 


That it might not be piſs'd upon.“ 


— 
” 


THE. CURSE OF AVARICE. 


A SONG. 


WHAT man in his wits had not rather be poor, 
Than for lucre his freedom to give? 

Ever buſy the means of his life to ſecure, 
And ſo ever neglecting to live. 


Environ'd from morning till night in a croud, 
Not a moment unbent or alone; 

Conftrain'd to be abject, tho? never ſo proud, 
And at every o one's call but his own, 


Still repining, and ae for quiet each hour, 
Yet ſtudiouſly flying it ſtill; 

With the means of enjoying his with in his pow'r, 
But accurs d in his wanting the will. 


For a year muſt be paſs'd, or a day mult be come, 
Before he has leiſure to reſt; 

He muſt add to his ſtore this or that pretty ſum, 
And then, will have time to be bleſt. 

But his gains, more bewitching the more they 1 increaſes 
Only ſwell the defires of his eye: | 

Such a wretch let mine enemy live, if he pleaſe, 
Let not even mine enemy die, 
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A MISER ſpied a mouſe about his houſe; 
What do you here, ſays he, my pretty mouſe ? 
Smiling, replies the mouſe, you need not ſweat, 
1 come for lodging, friend, and not for eat. 


THE HONEST CONPESSION. 


Ir happen'd in a healthful year, 
(Which made proviſions very dear, 
And phyſic mighty cheap;) 
A Doctor, ſore oppreſs'd with want, 
' _On buſineſs turning out ſo ſcant, 
Was one day ſeen to weep. 


A neighbour aſk'd him why ſo ſad, 

And hop'd no dangerous illneſs had 
To any friend befel— 

O Lord! you quite miſtake the caſe, | 

(Quoth Bliſter) Sir, this rueful face 
Is cauſe my friends are well. 


4 


THE 


| abs: 1, © zz 
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THE MORNING VISIT. 


4 DIALOGUE BETWEEN LADY RATTLE AND 


1. R. GOOD morning, dear N pray how do 
you do? 
I hope you was fortunate laſt night at loo. 


L. Þ, No, truſt me, I ne'er had ſuch ill- luck before; 
I loſt a hundred ſweet pieces, or more; 
The clock juſt ſtruck five as I went to bed, 
Which cauſes a ſort of an ach in my head, 
But prithee what news? 


I. x. ——Oh! ſurpriſing indeed ! 
Lord Razorface fain would perpetuate his breed, 
And therefore he” 5 married 


L, v4 Heaven grant me repoſe ! 
"Tis ſome little wretch, ſure, that nobody knows; 
For no one of any diſtinction would be 5 
United to ſuch a poor reptile as he. 
His recent behaviour muſt bar his purſuit; 
By all he's conjectur'd a fool or a brute; 
And beſides he's no Lord, *tis all a mere fiction, 
Of that in the ca we have thorough conviction. 
; | | = 3 L. R. 
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I. x. I have let you run on; to enhance your 


ſurprize, 
Take this paper, and ſee e your own eyes. 


er. 1 pollible! ? No. Let me read it again ; : 
Such folly, ſure, never infected a brain ! 
The poor am'rous Lady was at her laſt pray'rs 


To wed an impoſtor I'd wait till white hairs 


Had grizzled my pate o'er, ere I wou'd unite 
W:th one whoſe connections would ſhame me —_ 


. The n new m married 3 Ja Friday appear'd 


At Ranelagh—Lord how the company ſneer'd, 


To ſee his mock Lordſhip ſupporting. bis bride, 
Who hung, with a languiſhing air, by his nde. | 
I vow and proteſt *twas diverting to hear 
How often ſhe fondly repeated, My « dear ! 
He er female com panion, as puffer, oft cried, - 
Lord! where' s Lady Razorface, where i is tho bride? 
tix you ſee Lady Razorface? it was her care 
To bus th new title about ev'ry where. 


. r. T was farcical, truly, but tell me, my dern 


If Lady Fannilia, her rival, was there ? 


A 


. 1 was; 1 * locked charming Cd 
cannot expreſs 


The pleaſing effect of her innocent dreſs, 7 
But 


. 
þ V * 
. il 
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But what is more wonderful ſtil}, you muſt know, 

A Lady that died, as he ſaid, long ago; 

The daughter od him that, you know, made a noiſe : 
Lord bleſs me ! what makes me forget ?—the great 

. 


1. „ ata y's 2 
L. R. —Yes! you have hit it the ſame— 
She, that very night, ſure to Ranelagh came; 
And Nature fo laviſh has been to the Fair, 

You'd have ſworn that an Angel was habitant there. 
The bridegroom, in ſpite of his ignorant boaſt, 
geom'd really as tho? he perceived a ghoſt; 

His colour grew wan—tho? tis nat'rally ſo, 
Bat he was, I believe, unprepar'd for the blow. 

She met him—he turn'd hut too ſoon, in the round, 
She darted a glance—brighter ſenſe might confound ; 
And then, in a tone quite 1ronical, cried, 

I, two years ago, of a conſumption died. 
But pray, don't I look very well for a ſhade ? 
The malady was in my purſe tho? diſplay'd ; 
But now I'm recover'd, you ſee I'm grown fat, | VB 
And D-n-v-n there ſhall experience that : 
My couſin Dorinda and I will unite,  _ - 
And fee if our forces won't conquer him quite, 
Confounded, he quitted the place with his bride, 
And Wheol—r, with fond admiration was ey'd, 

= * L, 74 
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L. P. I thank you, my dear, for your news; but 
you'll ſtay n 


And dine here to-day, in a amy w way; ; 


Then at night repair with us to Lady Bragg's route, 
And circulate what we've been talking about. 
| PHILO, 


TO THE EDITOR, 
SIR, 


D INING at Lady Ramble's the other day, it 
was propoſed, after dinner, by her Ladyſhip's ſiſler, 
to hear Miſs, who is a fine girl of about eleven years 


of age, concerning ſome points ſhe had been inſtructed 


in relative to her duty in life ; which being agreed 
to, her Ladyſhip defired Miſs to ſtand up, and then 
aſked the queſtions, and received the anſwers follow- 


Ing: and as they may be of ſervice to other young 


Ladies of Quality, I have tranſmitted them to you. 
| SOCRATISSA, 


L. K. My dear! pray tell me what you was 
brought into the world for. 

Miss. A huſband. 

L. K. O my dear! you Tay ſay to be are. 


AUNT. 


AUNT, 


1 
MISS. 
L; K. 
M188. 
1. K. 


MISS. 
L. R. 
M15SS. 
"La os 
M15S. 


T2, 
MISS, 


1 
MISS. 


L. R. 


MISS. 
L. R. 


MISS, 


Fr om F r ances. 


t 


Well, I vow I think my niece has given a 
better anſwer; as ſhe came to the point 
directly, and brought the matter home a at 

once. 


What is the duty of an huſband ? 


To pleaſe his wife. 


What is the duty of a wife? 


To pleaſe herſelf. 


What are the principal objects on 4484 a 


fine lady ſhould fix her attention ? 

Dreſs and admiration. 

What is the chief uſe of a fine lady? 8 bat * 

To ſtare and ogle at the men. 

What is the buſineſs of a fine lady? 

To play at cards, go to routs, balls, plays, 

_ operas, &c. and carry on intrigues. | 

What is the religion of a fine lady? 

To pay her devotions at court, and make her 
curt'ſies in the drawing-room. 

May a fine lady ever go to church? 

Very ſeldom; and then ſhe muſt be ſure to 
ſleep there, or to talk very loud, and ry. 
ſome of her acquaintance. 

Which is the beſt book in the world ? 

Hoyle on Quadrille. , 

From whence come the politeſt faſhions, and 
the beſt ſilks ? 


H 5 L. 


R. 
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1. Bo Who make the beſt ſervants ? 

MISS, The French. 

L. x. Very well, my dear! you don't . I find, 

AUNT, I vow my niece is very perfect in her edu. 
cation, and will make a fine accompliſhed 
woman. 


* 


of 


A MODERN GLOSSARY> 


5h N GEL, Ther name of a woman, commonly of 
a very bad one. 

aur Bon. A laughing lock. It means likewiſe a 
poor fellow ; and in general a an object of contempt. 

BEAR. A country gentleman; or, indeed, any 
animal upon two legs that doth not t make a hand- 


_ ſome bow. : 
BEAUTY. The qualification wa which women 


generally go into keeping. EY 
BEAU. With the article a before it, means a great 
; favourite of all women. 
pRUTE, A word implying e "FL and fince> 

rity ;. but more eſpecially applied to a philoſopher, | 
25 Fry Any ſtick of wood with a head to it, 
and a * of black A upon 
COEONEL, 

„ that head. 


* 


CREATURE, 


F290 I 


CREATURE. A quality expreſſion, of low con- 
tempt, properly confined only to the mouths or” 
ladies who are right honourable, . : 
crR1T1C. Like homo, a name given to all the human 
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race. 
coxcou g. A word of reproach, and yet at the ſame 
time ſignifying all that is moſt commendable. 
DAMNATION. A term appropriated to the Theatre: 
though ſometimes more large] y e to all works 
of invention. 5 
' DEATH. The final end of man; as well of the 
thinking part of the body, as of all the other parts. 
DRESS, The principal accompliſhment of men and 
Women. 
nul ess. A word applied by all writers to the wit 
and humour of others. 
EATING. A ſcienee. | 
rIx E. An adjective of a very peculiar kind, deſtroy- 
ing, or, at leaſt leſſening the force of the ſubſtantive 
to which it is joined, as fine gentleman, fine lady, 
fine houſe, fine cloaths, fine taſte !—jn all which, 
fine is to be underſtood in a (nie ſomewhat ſyno. 
nymous with uſeleſs... 
Fool. A complex idea, e of poverty, 
_ honeſty, piety, and ſimplicity, : 
CALLANTRY. Fornication and adultery. 
GREAT. Applied toa thing, ſignifies bigneſs : when 
to a man, often littleneſs, or meannelſs, 
| H6.-. S Oo 
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GOOD. A word of as many different ſenſes as the 
Greek word Exe, or as the Latin Ago; for 


which reaſon it is but little uſed by the polire, 
HAPPINESS, Grandeur. 


HoN OUR. Duelling. 


HUMOUR. Scandalous lies, tumbling and dancing 
on a rope. 


JUDGE, 3 
Fo. | : An old woman. 
src. 1 es.” 

' KNAVE. The name of four cards in every pack. 


KNOWLEDGE, In general, means knowledge of the 
town; as this is, indeed, the only kind of know- 
ledge ever ſpoken of in the polite world. 


LEARNING, Pedantry.. 


LOVE. A word properly applied to our 1 in 
1 kinds of food; ſometimes metaphorically 
ſpoken of the favourite objects of all our appetites. 

MARRIAGE, A kind of traffic carried on between 

the two ſexes, in which both are conſtantly en- 
deavouring to cheat each other, and both are com- 


monly loſers in the end. 


AISCHIEF, Fun, ſport, or paſtime, 


— 


MoDEsTY. Aukwardneſs, ruſticity. 


| NO-BODY. All the e in Rn, except 


about I 200. 


NONSENSE. Philoſophy, eſ cially the philoſophical 


_ writings of the ancients, and more eſpecially of 


Ariſtotle. 
OP PORTUNITY- 


1 


oPPORTUNITY. The ſeaſon of cuckoldom. 

PATRIOT. A candidate for a place at court. 

POLITICs. The art of getting ſuch a place. 

PROMISE. Nothing. 

RELIGION. A word of no meaning; but which 
ſerves as a bugbear to frighten children with, 

RICHES. The only thing upon earth that is really 
deſireable, or valuable. 

RO uk. A man of a different party from your- 

RASCAL, ſelf. 

SERMON. A ſleepy doſe. 

 svnDaY. The beſt time for playing at cards 

SHOCKING, An epithet ove fine ladies apply 
to almoſt any thing It is, indeed, an inter- 
jection (if I may ſo call it) of delicacy. | 

TEMPERAN CE. Want of ſpirit. 

ras TE. The preſent whim of the town, whatever 
it be. 

TEASING, Advice; chiefly that of a huſband. 


e 1 Sabjects of diſcourſe. | 
VICE, 


WIT. Prophaneneſs, indecency, ;mancralicy; ſcur- 


rility, mimickry, buffoonery ; abuſe of all good 
men, and eſpecially of the clerg x. ä 

woRTH. Power, rank, wealth. 

WISDOouH. The art of acquiring all three. 

woRLD. Your own acquaintance. 


STANZAS 
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 STANZAS TO THE LADIES. 
ON THEIR HEAD-DRESS FOR THE YEAR 1768, 


Tot premit ordinibus, tot adhuc compagibus altum 
FEdificat caput; Andromachen a fronte vigebin, 
Poſt minor eſt, aliam credas. 


Have ye never ſeen a net 

Hanging at your kitchen door, 
Stuff d with dirty ſtraw, beſet 

Wich old ſkewers o'er and o'er? 


If ye have it wonder breeds | | 
Ye from thence ſhould ſteal a faſhion, 

And ſhould heap your lovely heads 
Such a deal of filthy traſh on. 


True, your treſſes wreath'd with art 
(Bards have ſaid it ten times over) 

Form a net to catch the heart 

Ol the moſt-unfeeling lover. 


But thus robb'd of half your beauty, 
Whom can ye induce ſo high? 

Or incline for love or ſuit t'ye 
By his noſe, or by his eye? 


* 
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when he views e ſcarce I'd credit 
Of a ſex ſo ſweet and clean, 


But that from a wench I had it, 
Of all Abigails the queen) 


When he views your treſſes thin, 
Tortur'd by ſome French friſeur, 
Horſe-hair, hemp, and wool within, 
Garniſh'd with a diamond ſkewer. 


When he ſcents the mingled ſteam, 
Which your plaſter'd heads are rich in, 

Lard and meal, and clouted cream, 
Can he love a walking kitchen? 

| SQUOXAMs 


4 SONG FOR THE MALL. 


* PARODY ON WHITEHEAD'S SONG FOR RANE= 


LAGH. 


«£2, BD A LADY. 
YE foplings and prigs, and ye wvou'd-be {mart 
things, | 
Who move in wide Commoras? s round, 
Pray tell me, from whence this abſurdity Springs, 
All orders of rank to confound ? 
What 
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What means the bag-wig, and the foldier-like air, 
On the tradeſman obſequious and meek ? 

Sure Sabbaths were meant for retirement and pray'r, 
To amend the palt faults of the week. 


The youth, to whom battles and dangers belong, 
May call a fierce look to his aid ; 

Lace, bluſter, and oaths, and a ſword : an ell long, 
Are ſamples he gives of his trade : | 

But you, on whom London indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom counters ſhould guard from all ills, 

Should flily invade with Humility's wiles, © 
Let ſplendor deter us from Gilli. 55 


Old Greſham, whoſe ſtatue adorns the Exchange, 


Diſplays the grave cit to our view, 


And ſilently frowns at a conduct fo ſtrange, * 


So remote from your int'reſts and you: 
Then learn from his geſture, grave, decent, and plain, 
To copy fair Prudence's rules; 


For F rugality's garb will conceal your vaſt gain, 


And ſecure ye the plunder of fools. 


The eaſe of a court, and the air of a camp. 
Are graces no cit can procure; © 
Monſieur Jourdain * ſtill plods in the Spitalfields tramp, 
Nor can Hart + the grown aukwardneſs cure: 
* Vide Moliere's Gentleman Citizen, 
| + A dancing-makſter in the city. 
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Thus if, apes of the faſhion, St. James's you croud, 
And preſs onwards, in ſpite of all ſtops, 
The Mall you may #//, and be airy and loud, 
But, truſt me, you'll ne%er i your ſhops, 


ON THE TEMPLARS. 


As by the Templars holds you go, 
The horſe and lamb diſplay'd, 
In emblematic figures ſhew 
The merits of their trade. 


The client may infer from thence, 
How juſt is their profeſſion ; 

'The lamb ſets forth their innocence, 
The horſe their expedition. 


O happy Britons, happy iſle ! 
Let foreign nations ſay, 
Where you pet Juſtice without guile, 
And Law without delay. 


THF 


* E "I. 
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THE ANSWER. 


| Dr LUDE D men, theſe holds forego, 
Nor truſt ſuch cunning elves ; 
Theſe artful emblems tend to ſhew 
Their clients, not themſelves. 


"Tis all a trick, theſe are all ſhams, 
By which they mean to cheat you; 
But have a care, for you're the lambs, 

And they the wolves that eat you. 


Nor let the thoughts of no delay, 
To theſe their courts miſguide you; 
— Tis you're the ſhewy horſe, and they 
The jockeys that. will ride you. . 


7 


"a DESCRIPTION OF LoN DON. 


Hous E 8, churches, mixt together, 
Streets unpleaſant in all weather, 

Priſons, palaces contiguous, Jon 
Gates, a bridge, the Thames irriguous. 


Gaudy things enough to tempt ye, 


Showy outſides, inſides empty; 


1 Bubbles 


Bubbles, trades, mechanic arts, 
Coaches, wheelbarrows, and carts, 


Warrants, bailiffs, bills unpaid, 

Lords of laundreſſes afraid. 

Rogues that nightly rob and ſhoot men, | 
Haggmen, aldermen, and footmen. 


Lawyers, poets, prieſts, phyſicians, 
Noble, ſimple, all conditions; 5 | 
Worth, beneath a.thread-bare cover, 
Villainy, bedaub'd all oyer. 

Women, black, red, fair, and grey, 
Prades, and ſuch as never pray; 
Handſome, ugly, noiſy, 1 
Some that uk not more that will. 
| Many a beau aha a killing, 

Many a widow not unwilling ; S 4 

Many a hargain, if you firike it, 
This is London! How d'ye like it? 


DESCRIPTION OF DUBLIN. 


Mae - HO USES, churches, mixt together 5 


Streets unpleaſant in all weather; 
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The church, the four courts, and hell contiguous ; 
Caſtle, College-green, and Cuſtom-houſe gibbous. 


Few things here are to tempt ye, 

Tawdry outſides, pockets empty; | 
Five theatres, little trade, and jobbing arts, 
Brandy, and ſnuff- hops, poſt- chaiſes, and carts, 


Warrants, bailiffs, bills unpaid, 
Maſters of their ſervants afraid ; 
Rogues that daily rob and cut men, 
Patriots, gameſters, and footmen. 


Lawyers, revenue- officers, prieſts, phy ficiang, | 
Beggars of all ranks, age, and conditions; 
"Worth ſcarce ſhows itſelf upon the gound, 
Villainy both with applauſe and profit crown'd. 


Women lazy, dirty, drunken, looſe, 

Men in labour flow, of wine profuſe ; | 

Many a ſcheme that the public muſt rue it: 
This is Dublin—if ye knew it. 


— 


A SKETCH OF PARIS, 


La DIES, whoſe dreſs, wit, ſprightlineſs, and the 
Charm, till their plaiſter'd cheeks like ſpectres ſeare ; 
| Men 


Pg 


AF 9 1 
Men, learn'd, polite, and yet ſo much the prig, 


Their genius ſeems quite center'd in their wig z 
Ferries and ferrymen, begrim'd like Charon ; 


Plump, chuckling prieſts, dreſs'd gorgeouſly as Aaron; 


\ 


Palpit enthufiaſts, foaming like mad Tom ; 
Coarſe vixens, ogling lewd in Notre Dame; 
Pert, fallow, ſlip-ſhoed damſels, looſely dreſs'd, 

As riſen from bed, and panting to be preſs'd ; 
Shades, which the gazer for Elyſium takes, 

Till his ſtung noſe ſuſpects the neighb'ring jakes 3 


Nuns, joking now, now fighing, “ Fleſh is graſs; 


Friars, who catches roar, and toaſt a laſs; 

An opera- houſe, large as our city halls, 

Fine action, words, ſcenes, drefſes—diſmal ſqualls ! 
Round from Pont Neuf the view ſuperb and rich; 
Grand keys; the river a genteel Fleet-ditch ; 

Lame hackney horſes, as the'r drivers lean ; | 
Figures unnumber*d, anti's to the ſpleen ; 

Old wither'd cronies, in gaudy ſilks diſplay'd: 
Monks with toupees, and tonſors in brocade ; 


Tawdry, patch'd ſempſtreſſes, beſmear'd with ſnuff; 


Long-rapier'd pigmies, hid behind a muff; 


Shoe-boys with ruffles ; lacqueys dreſs'd like qual; 


Such oddities ! the town ſeems all a droll: 

Turn where we will, our eyes new ſplendors greet, 
Whilſt half the city glares a Monmouth: ſtreet. 

Still motlier, Vanity, had been thy fair, 

If the fam'd painter, Bunyan, had been there. 
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THE BACHELOR'S CHOICE OP A WIFE. 


; "—= Ir e*er I wed, my wife ſhall not be old, 

| Deform'd, nor ugly, handſome, nor a ſcold ; 
She ſhan't be pale, nor red, nor ſhall ſhe paint; 
Shall be religious too, but not a ſaint ; 
She ſhall have ſenſe; if not a wit, Pll take her: 
Give ſuch a wife, ye Gods, I'll ne'er forſake her, 


a 
* 
_—_ 


— 


| | THE FEMALE COMPLAINT, 

. | Fd BY 4 LADY. 

j Cu S TOM, alas! does partial prove, — 8 
Nor gives us even meaſure: 


A pain it is to maids to love, 
But tis to men a e ah 


| They freely can their thoughts diſcloſe, 
But ours muſt burſt within; 
Tho' Nature eyes and tongues beſtows, | 
Yet Truth From us is Sin. : : 
Men to new joys id conqueſts fly, 
And yet no hazards run; 
Poor we are left, if we deny; 
And, if we yield, undone. 


. =, 


Then equal laws let Cuſtom find, 
Nor thus the ſex oppreſs; 
More Freedom grant to woman kind, 
Or give to mankind lels, ; 


— 


BY A WILFUL MISTAKE, READING ! RVUREIIS“ 
FOR BUBBIES.,”? 


i 


'W HEN: wiſe philoſopher's explain 
How gravity attracts, 

The weighty pow'r they ſtill maintain, 
All in the center acts. 


Thus tho? of earth the ſmalleſt part 
The heavy impulſe owns, 

Poize but the middle point with art, 
You balance ail the zones, 


Hence ſages, when of ſpheres they write, 
At centers fix a letter, 
And wiſely call the body by*t: 
Take A, or chuſe a better. 


Fans, aigrettes, ribbands, capuchins, 
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If then on things we fix a name, 
We borrow from the middle, 
How Mira's reading's not to blame, 
No longer is a riddle, 


For tho', that white as hills of ſnow 
A bubby is, moſt true be, 
Peep lily thro? the gauze, *twill ſhew 
The middle is a ruby. | 
* E. L. 


MtSS COURTNEY TO MISS ANNE CONOLLY, 
71717 Es 


T HO! kind your words—how full of ſorrow k 
& Adieu! dear Bell—we part to-morrow !”? 
Farewell ! dear fiſter of my youth, 

Ally'd by honour, love, and truth; 


Farewell our viſits, ſports, and plays, | 


Sweet ſolace of our childiſh days ; 
Farewell our walks to Park and Mall, 
Our jaunts to concert, route, or ball ; 
Farewell our diſh of ſprightly chat, 


Of- uo ſaid this—and who did that; 


Critiques on ſciſſars, needles, pins, 


A long 


E 


A long farewell! Conolly flies 
To diſtant ſuns, and diffrent ſkies ! 


A muſe in tears moves flow and dull, 3 
How weak the head, the heart ſo full! E-: 
slight ſorrows find an eaſy vent, * 
And trifling cares arg eloquent; 

Sad ſilence only can expreſs, 

The genuine pains of deep diſtreſs ; 
Yet I cou'd rave in darken'd chamber 
On ſeas of milk, and ſhips of amber, 
Like frantic Belvidera, when is 
Perform'd the tragedy of Venice 

| Preſerv'd—Oh ! as I hope to marry, 
Cibber is parted from her Barry; 
This, by the by, may ſerve as news 
To- morrow on your way t'amuſe, 
Ic cauſes great, great ſpeculation— - 
Part of the buſineſs of the nation. 


* 


But hang digreſſions to return; 
And muſt I three long winters mourn ? 
That tedious length ſpun out and paſt 
We meet—but how improv'd your taſte ? 
Your figure, manner, dreſs, and wit, 
With all things for a Lady fit; 
For, entre nous, my dear, our faces 
Should be the leaſt of all our graces; 
Ver, VE © 1 | if 
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Tt nought but Beauty wings the dart, 
We ſtrike the eye, but miſs the heart; 
But huſh!—and till we meet again, 

Pray keep this ſecret from the men: 
Should the weak things this truth diſcover, 
How few coquettes would keep a lover! 
And yet, fo plain (tho? blind you know) 
Milton could ſee it years ago: | 
Thus has the bard our ſex attackt, 

& Fair outward, inward leſs exact.“ 

But you a ſtrong exception ſtand, 

With Wit and Beauty hand in hand, 
Apart how weak ! combin'd how ſtrong ! 

'T hey*ll ſweep whole ranks of hearts along; 
Before ſuch pow'rs each foe will fly, 

That principal, and this ally, 

Lovers you then will ſlay in plenty, 

Like Bobadil each day your twenty; 

Then will you grow the topic common, 

„% How ſoon, (they'll ſay) ſhot up a woman! 


« What eyes! what lips! how fine each feature! 
« Fore gad la moſt delicious creature! 
This from the beaux, mean time each belle, in 


Mere ſpite, my dear, at your excelling, 
Stung to the heart and deb liſh jealous 

Of homage paid by pretty fellows, 

Shall flirt her fan, and toſs, and ſnuff, 

And cry -“ The thing is well enouga 


E 
“ But for my ſoul, to ſay what's true t'ye, 
„I can't find out where lies her beauty. 
Mean time you ſmile with ſweet diſdain, 
Like Dian 'midſt her meaner train, 


Thus my prophetic ſoul foreknows 
What Time ſhall-more anon diſcloſe. 
| Swift move that time on rapid wing, 
And news of dear Conolly bring: 
Yet let not thoſe who love complain, 
Tf thus to part is killing pain, | 
'Tis ſtill to make the bliſs more dear, 
When the ſweet hour of meeting's near. 
So ſtreams are ſever'd in their courſe 
To join again with double force, 


ON THE RUINS OF POMFRET CASTLE, 


Fatal and ominous to noble Peers, 
Within the guilty cloſure of thy walls, 
Richard the Second, here was hack'd to death; 
And, for more ſlander to thy diſmal ſeat, 
We give to thee our guiltleſs blood to drink. 
Earl Rivers ſpe:ch in Shakeſpeare's Richard 
the Third, Scene Pom fret Caſtles 


1 O OK round this vaſt and venerable place, 
Whole ruin'd pile yet ſhines with awful grace, 
I 2 Ml/njeſtic 
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Majeſtic till *midſ all its faded charms : 

See the wide waſte of all-conſuming Age, 
The wreck of ruthleſs wars and hoſtile rage, 

And all the dire effects of more than civil arms, 


View ſavage Time with cankering tooth devour 
The ſolid fabric of yon mould'ring tower, 

That now in undiſtinguiſh'd chaos lies: 
Where erſt the noble Lacey's * Norman line 
Plann'd the wide work, and form'd the vaſt deſign, 
And bid with Gothic grace the ſtately ſtructure riſe; 


When lo! on high the vaulted domes ſuſpend, 
On lofty columns the wide arches bend, 
And maſlive walls the vaſt domain incloſe : 
In vain the hoſtile Warrior's nervous art 
With miſlive force directs the barbed dart, 
Or with gigantic ſtrength the pondrous jav'lin throws, 


For many an Ape, the Lacey's noble race 
With arts and arms adorn'd the ſplendid place, 


* The family of Lacey, Earls of Lincoln and Hereford, came 
in with the Conqueror, and were the greateſt ſubjects of thoſe 
days. 


C on 1 
As Heroes triomph'd; or as Patriots ſhone : 
Till with the great Plantagenet's fair bride ® 
In nuptial dower theſe antient honours 1 
The ſeat of future Kings, that grac'd the Engliſh 
throne. 


On yonder hill, as ancient annals tell, 
The holy Hero, and the Martyr fell, 


Which ill, great Lancaſter, thy mem'ry bears + : 


There, ?midſt the Saints enroll'd, with rites divine, 
The pious Pilgrim ſought the ſacred ſhrine, 
And bath'd thy hallow'd tomb with ſympathizing 
tears. . 


With holy zeal, and patriot graces arm'd, 
With all the powers of conſcious Virtue warm'd, 
Midſt Death's ſad ſcenes the pious Martyr ſmiles ; 
In vain, proud Mortimer, the hoary ſage - 
Bleeds, the ſad victim of thy brutal rage, 
Loſt by thy lawleſs love, and all a woman's wiles. 


Look there, where erſt yon mould'ring turret ſtood, 
Whoſe moſs- grown ſtones are ting*d with royal blood, 


* Blanche, the heireſs of Lacey, married the Duke of Lan- 
eaſter, with whom came the honour of Pomfret. 

+ Thomas Duke of Lancaſter was beheaded on the hill, which 
is new called St. Thomas's Hill, by the intrigues of Mortimer 
and the Queen of Edward the Second, and was afterwards ca- 
nonized. | | | 


if 7 Midſt 


| 
N 
| 
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Midſt civil broils the hapleſs Richard bled“; 

There cruel Exton's dark, aſſaſſin dart, 
With bloody treaſon pierc'd the Monarch's heart, 
And fix'd the tottering crown on e Henry's 
head, 


Here, vaulting Bolingbroke, thy feeble foe, 
Felt in each whiſpering breeze the fatal blow, 
Or heard Death's herald in each guilty ſtone; 
Short 1s the date of captive Monarch's doom, 
*T'wixt the dark priſon, and the yawning tomb, 
For bold Ambition bears no rival to the throne, 


See yonder tower, ſtill bluſh with crimſon ſtains | 
That flow'd in plenteous ſtreams from noble veins, 
Where Vaughan and Gray by Glouceſter's arts ex- 


pir'd; 
Where Rivers + fell, ad with his lateſt bend 
Theſe mournful manſions dignified in death, 
With Patriot virtues warm'd, and ung mes 
fir'd. | 
Richard the bees was murdered in Pomfret Cale, by Sir 
Piers Exton, by order of Bolingbroke, afterwards Henry the Fourth. 
+ Sir Thomas Vaughan, and Richard Lord Gray, half-brother 
to the Queen of Edward the Fourth, with Woodville Lord Rivers, 
own brother to the ſame Queen, were all beheaded here at the 
ſame time, by the intrigues of the Duke of Glouceſter, afterwards 
Richard the Third, Earl Rivers was the great patron of learning, 
and introduced Caxton to Edward the Fourth, who firſt brought 
printing into England. See Walpole's Noble Hutbers, | 
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Midſt the wide flames that civil diſcord ſpread, 
When by baſe arts the royal Martyr bled, 
Still loyal Pom fret ſpurn'd the tyrant's hate; 
Laſt in theſe northern“ climes that ſ6orn'd to pay 


A ſervile homage to his lawleſs ſway, - 
And in inglorious eaſe ſurvive their Monarch's fate. 


Long, haughty Lambert, did thy veteran powers 
With iron tempeſt ſhake theſe ſolid towers, 

And round the walls the miſſive murder ſend : 

In vain, brave Morrice, did thy martial train 
With loyal zeal the hoſtile ſhocks ſuſtain, 

And 'gainſt Rebellion's ſons theſe royal domes defend, 


Hark ! the loud engines tear the trembling walls, 
And from its baſe the maſſive fabric falls, 
And all at once theſe ancient honours fade : 
This princely pile, with all its ſplendid ſpoils, 
Sinks 'midſt the havock of inteſtine broils, 
In proftrate ruins loft, and dark Oblivion laid. 


* Pomfret Caſtle was the laſt fortreſs in the north of England 
that ſurrendered to the Parliament's forces, after the murder of 
King Charles; and was beſieged and deſtroyed by General Lam- 
ber d. . | 


THE 


——— 14 — — 
— 


. 


THE SCOTS DECREE». 


IN Scotland once a King they had, 


The firſt that there did reign, 


Tho' no man ever knew his dad, 


Vet Fergus was his name. 


This muckle Monarch on a day, 


Fo ſhew his Scottiſh pride, 
Did to his nobles proudly ſay, 
As they ftood by his ſide : 


Ken ye the man, or King, quo' he, 


* FS8o great or wiſe as I? : 
His wit and ſtrength I fain would fee, 
For I the world defy.” 


His muckle Lairds flood in amaze, . 
And durſt no anſwer make, | 


For fear his paſſion they ſhould raiſe, 


And he their craigs would break, 


But one, much wiſer than the reſt, 
Had heard Religion's fame, 

Told him, that he, at his requeſt, 

Would tell a Monarch's name. 


At 


I 
At which the mighty Monarch roſe, 
All fire, like a true Scot, 


Bid him the ſecret then diſeloſe, 
Or he ſhould go to pot. 


His name, quoth he, Jehovah is, 
The King of Kings is he, 

The fountain of all happineſs, 

| 7 he e Deity. 


4“ Deil fau me, if &er I heard 

e Of fike a King before, = 
% Or ever ken'd I fike a Laird, 
«« By ſea or on the ſhore, ; 


© Gan g yer'e ways, gud-man, to that ſame King, 
«© And let him underſtand, 

„That you from me this meſſage bring, 
« And that its my command, 


« You tell him, he acknowledge muſt, 
„That I'm the greater Laird, 

Or I'll his cities lay in duſt, 

His people put to th' ſward. ? 


This wonder of the Scottiſh Court 
Did for a while retire, 
To uſe his harmleſs rural ſport, 


_”y quench his Monarch's fire, 
MY Some 
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Some time he ſtaid, then came to Court, 
And kenn'd was by the King, 

«© Weell man, quo? he, did'ſt reach the port ? 
« What meſſage doſt thou bring: 


e Troth have I, Sir, and thus he ſays, 
„ This meſſage he does ſend, 

If you will love, and truſt always 
& In him, he'll be your friend. 


c Do's he, gud troth ? then deel 'a me, 
If any Scottiſh man 

% From this day e'er his kingdom ſee, 
«© Or cer invade his land,” 


Thus, by a wiſe decree at firſt, 
The Scotſmen loſt their Heaven, 
But to employ them, (thus accurs'd) 
The itch to them was given. 


ON THE MODERN PLAID- WEAR ERS. 


WHAT do I fee! ridiculouſly clad 
Our Engliſh beaux and belles in Highland plaid ? 
The dreſs of rebels ! by our laws forbid ! 
No matter—why ſhould friends or foes be hid ? 
| | 15 
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By this dictinctive badge are traitors ſhown, 
Sure as free maſons by their ſignals known. 
Come to the muſter, Perkin, take thy roll, 

And of thy ſlaves in liv'ry ſum the poll. 


vet ſay, ye daſtards, who in peaceful days 
Look big, drink healths, and hope a traitor's praiſe, 
In what dark corner did ye lurk, when late 
Jo the laſt crifis Edward pulh'd his fate? 
Sculking behind the laws ye wiſh'd to break, 
Ye dar'd riſk nothing for your Prince's ſake; 
Tamely ye ſaw his promis'd ſuccours fail, 
And William's arms, like Aarons rod, prevail. 
True to no fide, ye bats * of human kind, 
Deſpis'd by both, for public ſcorn deſign'd, 
Still by your dreſs diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 
Be James's ſorrow, and be George's jeſt. 
 EURYALUS, 


AN E R G R 3%: Ie" 


8 EE Natta's coach along the village runs, 

Drawn by four ſcrubs, purſued by thrice four duns: 
Landſkips and arms adorn the gay machine, 
Without all Vanity, all Vice within. 


* See Aſop's Fables. 
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The mob the gaudy peagant ſtrikes, they gaze, 
And, * B—Il, thy wond'rous art profuſely praiſe: 
In diff rent views thy merit I explore ; 

Thy works ſurprize me, but thy faith much more, 


LE 10 4AM 


OCCASIONED BY A GENTLEMAN'S LOSING FRE» 
 QUENTLY TO LADY H—RR—N AT Loo. 


WHAT tho' I hold of trumps a fluſh, 
And boaſt a friend in pam ; | 
Yet I dare own without a bluſh, 
That I the loſer am. 


Nay more, this happens every day, 
And is each night renew'd ; _ 
For who with H—rr—n can play, 


And fail of being led. 


The maker's name. 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN EXTEMPORE BY A YOUNG GENTLE- 


MAN, FROM A MORNING VIEW ON A MOUN- 
TAIN IN THE SOUTH OF WALES, | 


I. 


How awful the morning breaks over yon hill, 
Not a whiſper is heard on the plain, 
Save the murmuring ſweetneſs of yonder clear rill, 


By the motntains re-echoed again. 


II. 

See Ehœbus, how roſy he opens the day; 
See his beams how they ſport in the ſtream ; 
Obſerve how contented that hind takes his way; 

And tackles his beaſts to the team, 


III. 


From his ſtraw-cover*d cot, juſt roſe for the day, 
See Contentment and Health in his face; 
The ſmiles of thoſe bantlings his labours repay, 

The effects of a wholeſome embrace, 


What 
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A ſet of treaſons, plots, invaſions : : 


E } 
What | a croud of ſweet pratlers ! how healchy 5 
look! 
Yet their tann'd little buffs are all ſeen ; 


Obſerve how they wantonly paddle in the brook, 
An race till they dry on the green. 


V. 


Had J on the ſide of yon mountain a cot, 
With a moderate competence bleſt, 


I'd take a good wife, thank Heaven for my lot, 


And conſider the world as a jeſt. 


THE GRAND cArHOILIIcox: 


BEING A GENUINE FAMILY RECEIPT, WRITTEN 
IN 1753s. | 


T © form a Miniſter, the ingredients 

Are, a head fruitful of expedients, 

Each ſuited to the preſent minute, 

(No harm if nothing elſe be in it): 

The mind, tho' much perplex'd and harraſs'd, 


The count'nance muſt be unembarraſs'd: 


High promiſes for all occaſions: 


B ullies, 


* 
Bullies, to ward off each diſaſter: 
Much impudence to brave his maſter: 
The talents of a treaty maker; 
The ſole diſpoſal of th' Exchequer: 
Of right and wrong no real feeling; 
Vet in the names of both much dealings 
In ſhort, this man muſt be a mixture 
Of broker, ſycophant, and trickſter ; 
Who well can pack his cards, and tell *em,, 
And knows as much as Mr, Pelham, 


i 


ON A LATE INCIDENT ®, 


Jam ſatis Terris Nivis atque dire 
Grandinis miſit Pater. SI nom. 


T HRE E eminent men of the Law 
Lately travell'd on Sunday together, 

Thro' roads that were cover'd with ſnow, 

Not regarding the day nor the weather: 


4 Theſe lines wcre written on ſeeing the following article in v 


public prints: 


York, Fane 20, 1767. We hear they have a prodigious quan- 
tity of ſnow upon the Wolds; and that on Sunday, the 11th inſt. 
as three gentlemen, eminent in the profeſſion of the Law, were 
travelling from Pocklington to Hugget, they all three ſtuck fait 
in a ſnow-drift together, from which they were extricated with 


great difficulty. 
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At lenght they got into a pit 
(How diſmal the tale to be told !) 

Where they and their horſgs—20 avzt, 
Had like to have periſh'd with cold. 


Tho? they often before, none can doubt, 
Had waded thro' thick and thro? thin, 

Yet the more now they tried to get out, 
The deeper, alas! they ſunk in. 


O Fortune! now lend 'em thine aid, - 
Or how can'ſt thou anſwer thy charge? 
Thou haſt Coke upon Littleton laid, 
And pull'd down the $/atutes at large. 


The Goddeſs was mov'd with their cries, 

And determin'd to ſave all their lives; | 

Then quick to their ſuccour ſhe flies, 
To the joy of their clients and wives. 


— 


Ye Lawyers, remember their doom, 
And be warn'd at the fall of theſe men 3 


LT hope you will never preſume 


To travel on Sundays again, | 
5 G + W—L—_Y, 


: A MOTTO. 
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A MOTTO FOR THE HON. CHARLES YORKE, AN 
ORATOR OF THE LONG ROBE—SPERO MELIORA» 


A Noble ambition this motto reveals. 
I; tells you—the Orator hopes for the ſeals ! 


BON-MOT OF A CERTAIN WITTY LORD, 


H1s Lordſhip being informed, that a Lady, lately 
divorced, would probably be married to the E. of 
upper O—y, ſaid it is time the was wpper O—y, for 


ſhe had been ander O—y long enough. 


A,CONDUNDR UW 


WV is the Duke of 8. a proper EN to be 
Chancellor of Cambridge ? 


Becauſe he loves =—Parſons, 


THE 
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THE SCHOOL OF REHETORICE. 


NEAR Londen Bridge once ſtood a gate, 
Belinus gave it name, 

Whence the green Nereids oyſters briog, 

A place of public fame. 
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Here Eloquence has fixt her ſeat ; 
The nymphs here learn by heart, 

In mode and figure fill to ſpeak 

By modern rules of Art, 


To each fair oratreſi this ſchool 
Its rherric ſtrong affords ; 

- They double and redouble tropes 
With finger, fiſt, and words. 


— 


Both zer ves and Hrengtb, and flu of ſpeech, 
With beauties ever new, 

Adorn the language of theſe Nymphs, 

Who give to all their due. 


O happy ſeat of happy Nymphe! 

For many ages known: i 
To thee each reſrum's forc'd to vield, 
Each forum in the town, 


Let 


[ 02} 


Let other academics boaſt 
What 2itles elle they pleaſe : 
Thou ſhalt be call'd 22e Gate of Tongues, 
Of tongues that never ceaſe. T. P. 


ON A GENTLEMAN WHO MISTOOK A KEPT MIS« 
TRESS FOR A LADY: OF FASHION, 


SIX tedious months young Damon . 

In vain his am'rous tale; | ; 
He ſu'd, implor'd, Chlo ſtill denied, 

No efforts could e 


At length he tried the pow'r of gold = 
She ſoon to chide forgot ; 

The fair-one was no longer cold, 
But prov*d—alas ! too hot, 


% 


VERSES ADDRESSED TO SOME LADIES OF HAMP- 
STEAD. | | 


ConSTANT gameſters! every day, 
Ev'ry night, employ'd at play, 
Squand'ring wealth and time away; 
1 Never 
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Never happy but at cards, 
You ſhall meet with juſt rewards, 
(For neglect of family, 
Truſted to a ſervant's eye, 
And domeſtic bus'neſs, care 
Of cach valuable fair) 
Bane of quiet, peace, and joy, 


Every comfort you deſtroy, 


Whilſt your thinking friends bemoan, 


Waſte and riot left at home : 


Childrens ruin, huſbands curſe, 
Prelude to an empty purſe ; 
No man leaves to ſuch a wife 


More than bare ſupport for life: 


Have recourſe to common ſenſe, 


Reform, or take the conſequence. b 


ON THE RUN OF ROMEO AND JULIET, 


WE LL—what to night? ſays angry Ned, 


As up from bed he rouſes: 


Romeo again I- and ſhakes his head, 


Ah! pox on both your houſes. 


a 


UPON 


C 08 1 


UPON sr. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND» 


ST. GEORGE, to ſave a maid, the dragon flew 3 8 
A pretty tale, if all that's ſaid be true; | 

Some ſay there was no dragon; and *tis ſaid, 
There was no George; I with there was a maid, 


THE LOYAL PAIR, 


AN EPIGRAM, 


I'LL I for a ſoldier, ſays Robin to Sue, 
T” avoid your eternal difputes. 
Aye, aye, cries the termagant, do, Robin, do, 
I'll raiſe, the mean while, freſh recruits, 
Re Jy 


* 


ON A PRINTING-HOUSE, 


T1 HE world's a printing -houſe; our words, out 
thoughts, 
Our deeds, are characters of ſev'ral bzes : 
Each ſoul is a compos'tor ; of whole faults 
The Levites are correctors; Heav'n reviſes : 
| | Death 
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Death is the common preſs; from whence being driv'n, 

We're gather'd, ſheet by ſheet, and bound for 
Heav'n. | 4 | 


TH 2 DIAMOND, 


A FABLE. 


T, ONG on Golconda's ſhore a diamond lay 
Neglected, rough, conceal'd in common clay: 
By every paſſenger deſpis'd and ſcorn'd, 

The latent jewel thus in ſecret mourn'd, 

„ Why am I thus to ſordid earth confin'd, 

% Why ſcorn and trod upon by every hind ? 


'« Were theſe bright qualities, this glittering hue, 
And dazzling luſtre, never meant for view ? 


« Wrapt in eternal ſhade if I remain, 


«© Theſe ſhining virtues were beſtow'd in vain.” 


As thus the long' neglected gem diſplay'd 
Its worth and wrong, a ſkilful artiſt ſtray'd 


By chance that way, and ſaw, with curious eye, 


Tho? much obſcur'd, th? unvalu'd treaſure lie. 
He ground with care, he poliih'd it with art, 
And call'd forth all its rays from every part ; 
And now young Delia's neck ordain'd to grace, 


It adds new charms to Beauty's faireſt face. 
'The 


[- x95. 1 


The mind of man neglected and untaught, 

Is this rough diamond in the mine unwrought 

Till Education lend her art, unknown | 

The brighteſt talents lie, a common ſtone ; 

By her fair hand when faſhion'd, the new mind 
Riſes with luſtre, poliſh'd and reſin'd. 


THE FARMER. 


O Happy he! happieſt of mortal men! 

Who, far remov'd from Slav'ry as from Pride, 
Fears no man's frown, nor cringing waits to catch 

The gracious nothing of a great man's nod: 
Where the lac'd beggar buſtles for a bribe, 

The purchaſe of his honour ; where deceit, | 9 

And fraud, and circumvention, dre in ſmiles, 
Hold ſhameful commerce, and beneath the maſk . 
Of Friendſhip and Sincerity betray. | 
Him, nor the ſtately manſion's gilded pride, 

Rich with whate'er the imitative arts, | = 
Painting or Sculpture, yield to charm the eye; 1 
Nor ſhining heaps of maſſy plate, unwrought | '% 

With curious, coſtly workmanſhip, allure. P 

Tempted' nor with the pride nor pomp of Power, 4 
Nor pageants of Ambition, nor the mines 

Of graſping Av'rice, nor the poiſon'd ſweets 
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Of pamper'd Luxury, he plants his foot 


With firmneſs on his old paternal fields, 
And ſtands unſhaken. There ſweet proſpects riſe 
Of meadows ſmiling in their flow'ry pride, 


Green hills and dales, and cottages embower'd, 


"The ſcenes of Innocence and calm Delight. 


There the wild melody of warbling birds, 
And cool refleſning groves, and murmuring ſprings, 
Invite to ſacred thought, and lift the mind 

From low purſuits, to medidate the God! 


LUCIAN'S GREEK EPIGRAM»s 


INSCRIBED ON A COLUMN ERECTED IN A PIECR 


OF LAND, THAT HAD BEEN ' OFTEN _BOUGHT 
AND $OLD 3 INI TAT ED. 


1 Whom thou ſeeꝰſt begirt with towering oaks, 


Was once the property of John of Nokes ; 
On him Proſperity no longer ſmiles, 


And now I feed the flocks of John o'Stiles. 
My former maſter call'd me by his name, 


My preſent owner fondly does the ſame; 


While I, alike unworthy of their cares, 
Quick paſs to captors, purchaſers, or heirs, 
Let no once henceforth take me for his own, 
T or Fortune! ba ortune ! I am thine alone. 
57 DESCRIPTION 


N 
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A DESCRIPTION OF SPRING IN LONDON. 


N O W new-made ſilks the Mercer's window ſhows, 
And his ſpruce *prentice wears his Sunday cloaths, 
His annual ſuit with niceſt taſte renew'd, ; 

The reigning cut and colour ſtill purſu'd. 

The barrow now, with oranges a ſcore, 

Driv'n by at once a gameſter and a whore; 

No longer gulls the ſtripling of his pence, 

Who learns that Poverty is nurſe to Senſe. 
Much-injur*d trader whom the law purſues, 

The law which wink'd, and beckon'd to the Jews; ; 
Why ſhould the beadle drive thee from the ſtreet 2 
To ſell is always a pretence to cheat. 

% Large ſtewing oyſters” in a deepening groan, 
No more reſounds, nor“ muſſels“ ſhriller tone; 
deven days to labour now 1s held no crime, 

And Moll ““ new mackrel“ ſcreams in ſermon- time. 
In ruddy bunches raddiſhes are ſpread, 

And Nan with choice-pickt ſallads loads her head; 
Now in the ſuperb window Chriſtmas green, 

The bays and holly are no longer ſeen, 

But ſprigs of garden-mint in phials grow, 

And gather'd laylock periſh as they blow. 

The truant ſchool-boy now at eve we meet, 
Fatigu'd and ſweating thro' the crowded ſtreet, 
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His ſhoes embrown'd at once with duſt and clay, 
With black-thorn loaded, which he takes for May; 
Round his-flapp'd hat in rings the cowſlips twine, 


Or in cleft oſiers form a golden line. 


On milk-pail rear'd, the borrow'd ſalvers glare, 
Topp'd with a tankard, which two porters bear, 
Reeking, they ſlowly toil o'er rugged ſtones, 
And joyleſs beldames dance with aching bones: 


More bliche the powder'd tye-wigg'd ſons of ſoot 


Trip to the ſhovel with a ſhoeleſs foot. 
In gay Vauxhall now ſaunter beaux and belles, 
And happier cits reſort to Sadler's-wells. 


ON HAPPINESS». 


O Happineſs, where's thy reſort? 
Amidſt the ſplendor of a Court 

Or, doſt thou more delight to dwell 
With humble hermit in his cell, 
In ſearch of Truth? or, doit thou rove 
Thro' Plato's academic grove ? 

Or elſe, with Epicurus gay, 
Laugh at the farces mortals play? 
Or with the Graces, doſt thou lead 
The ſportive dance along the mead 2 


r, 


And make their burden light. 
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Or, in Bellona's bloody car, 

Exult amidſt the ſcenes of War? 

No more Þ ll ſearch, no more I'll mind thee, 
Fair fugitive——lI cannot find thee! | 


THE CONQUEROR AND THE OLD WOMAN. 


A FABLE, 


A Perſian Monarch, one of thoſe 


Whoſe great ambition knew no bound 
Some Cyrus, or Darius, we'll ſuppoſe, 
In whom no other vice was found, 
If we dare name Ambition ſo, 
For ſome doubt whether it be vice or no; 
I have not time at preſent to confute, 
So grant the queſtion rather than diſpute. 
This Sophi far and wide his conqueſts {| OY 
Full thirty crowns, or more, 
Were pil'd on his anointed head, 
And yet the weight with eaſe he bore; 
For *twas his great and chief delight 
To break the yoke his vanquiſh'd ſ. abjects wore, 
. Attentive to the voice of the diſtreſs'd, 
Juſtice and Virtue flouriſh'd in his reign; 
When from the confines of his vaſt domain 


A" old woman who had been oppreſs'd, 
£ K 2 Came 
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Came to the fodtſtool of his throne — 
To have her grievances redreſs'd; 
And thus in piteous, tragic tone 
His Majeſty addreſs'd : 
255 Encourag'd by your fame, I come from far : 
«« Sir, you're our King by right of War; 


«© By right of ſubject I for Juſtice ſue ; 


] claim it, and you'll grant it; 'tis my due. 
„ My daughter raviſh'd, and my houſe deſtroy'd, 
« And all by one whom you employ'd 

«© Toad the King in place of you.” 


I doubt not but all this is true,” 


The conſcious Prince replied ; 
« But ſo far off what can I do? 
«© To make my people happy is my pride; 
« And yet I cannot every where reſide. 
«© "The Sun, which all the world ſurrounds, 
4 Shines and enlivens but to certain bounds ; 
The reſt are dark and cold.“ 
« That's argu'd ill, if I may be ſo bold,” 
Return'd the matron to the Sovereign, 
„was weak to graſp at what you cannot hold, 
And conquer more than you can govern.” 
While o'er the ſea of Life we take our trip, 
Kings are by Heav'n commiſſion'd to command 
Captains, not owners of the ſhip, 
Tis theirs to ſteer the people ſafe to land: 
And when the bark with Prudence they convey, | 
We row with — and with pride obey. 


. | 


THE ART OF COQUETRY. 
| BY MRS. CHARLOTTE LENOX. 


YE lovely maids ! whoſe yet unpractis'd hearts 
Ne'er felt the force of Love's reſiſtleſs darts 3 
Who juſtly ſet a value on your charms, 
Pow'r all your wiſh, but Beauty all your arms; 
Who o'er. mankind would fain exert your ſway, 
And teach the lordly tyrant to obey ; 
Attend my rules to you alone addreſt, | 
Deep let them fink in every female breaſt. 
The Queen of Love herſelf my boſom fires, 
Aſſiſts my numbers, and my thoughts inſpires ; 
Me ſhe inſtructed in each ſecret art, 
How to enflave, and keep each vanquiſh'd heart; 
The ſigh that heaves by ſtealth, the ſtarting tear, 
The melting langviſh, the obliging fear, 
Half. utter'd wiſhes, broken, kind replies, 
And all the filent eloquence of eyes; 
To teach the Fair by various wiles to move 
The ſoften'd ſoul, and lead the heart to Love. 
Proud of her charms, and conſcious of her face, 
The haughty Beauty calls forth every grace, 
With fierce defiance throws the killing dart; 
By force ſhe wins, by force ſhe keeps the heart, 

": Oy The 
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The witty Fair a nobler game purſues, 

Aims at the head, but the rapt ſoul ſubdues, 
The languid Nymyh enſlaves with ſofter art, 
With ſweet neglect ſhe ſteals into the heart, 
Slowly ſhe moves her ſwimming eyes around, 
Conceals the ſhaft, but meditates the wound ; 
Her gentle languiſhments the gazers move, 
Her voice is Muiic, and her looks are Love: 
To few tho? Nature may theſe gifts impart, 


What ſhe with-holds, the wiſe can win from Art, 


Then let your airs be ſuited to her face, 

Nor to a languiſh tack a ſprightly grace. 
'The ſhort round face, briſk eyes, and auburn hair, 
Muſt ſmiling Joy in every motion wear, 

The quick unſettled glance muſt deal around, 
Hide all deſign, and ſeem by chance to wound. 


Dark rolling eyes a languiſh may aſſume, 


Theſe the ſoft looks and melting air become : 
The penſive head upon the hand reclin'd, 


As if ſome ſweet diſorder fill'd the mind; 


Let the heay'd breaſt a ſtruggling ſigh reſtrain, 


And ſeem to ſtop the falling tear with pain. 
The youth, who all the ſoft diſtreſs believes, 


Soon wants the kind compaſſion that he gives ; 
But Beauty, Wit, and Youth, may ſometimes fail, 
Nor always o'er the ſtubborn ſoul prevail; 

Then let the fair-one have recourſe to Art; 


Who cannot ſtorm may undermine the heart. 
Firſt 


„ 
Firſt form your artful looks with ſtudious care, 
From mild to grave, from tender to ſevere ; 
Oft on the careleſs youth your glances dart, 
A tender meaning let each glance impart. 
Whene'er he meets your looks, with modeſt pride, 
And ſoft confuſion, turn your eyes alice; 
Let a foft ſigh ſteal out, as if by chance, 
Then cautious turn, and ſteal another glance. 
Caught by theſe arts, with Pride and Hope elate, 
The deſtin'd victim ruſhes on his fate: 
Pleas'd, his imagin'd viQtory purſues, 
And the kind maid with ſoft attention views; 
Contemplates now her ſhape, her air, her face, 
And thinks each feature wears an added grace; 
Till Gratitude, which firſt his boſom proves, 
By flow degrees ſublim'd, at length he loves. 
Tis harder {ill to fix than gain a heart 
What's won by Beauty, muſt be kept by Art. 
Too kind a treatment the bleſt lover cloys, 
And oft Deſpair the growing flame deſtroys, 
Sometimes with {miles receive him, ſometimes tears, 
And wiſely balance both his hopes and fears. | 
Perhaps he mourns his ill-requited pains, 
Condemns your ſway, and ſtrives to break his chains ; 
Behaves as if he now your ſcorn dehed, 
And thinks, at leaſt, he ſhall alarm your pride : 
But with indifference view the ſeemed change, 


And let your eyes to ſeek new coaqueſts ran ge; 
K 4 | While 
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While his torn breaſt with jealous fury burns, 

He hopes, deſpairs, adores, and hates by turns; 
With anguiſh now repents the weak deceit, 

And powerful paſſion bears him to your feet. 
Strive not the jealous lover to perplex, | 

III ſnuits ſuſpicion with that haughty ſex ; 

Raſhly they judge, and always think the worſt, 
And Love is often baniſh'd by Diſtruſt: 

To theſe an open free behaviour wear, 

Awful diſguiſe, and ſeem at leaſt ſincere 
Whene'er you meet, affect a glad ſurprize, 

And give a melting ſoftneſs to your eyes: 

By ſome unguarded word your love reveal, 

And anxiouſly the riſing bluſh conceal. 

By arts like theſe the jealous you deceive, 

Then moſt deluded when they moſt believe. 

But while in all you ſeek to raiſe deſire, 

Beware the fatal paſſion you inſpire ; 

Each ſoft intruding wiſh in time reprove, 

And guard againſt the ſweet invader Love. 

Not for the tender were theſe rules deſign'd, 
Who in their faces ſhow their yielding mind: 
Whoſe eyes a native languiſhment can wear, 
Whoſe ſmiles are artleſs, and whoſe bluſh ſincere; 
But for the Nymph who liberty can prize, 

And vindicate the triumph of her eyes : 

Who o'er mankind a haughty rule maintains, 
Whole Wit can manage what her Beauty gains: 

Such 


ES. 
Such by theſe arts their empire may improve, 
And, unſubdu'd, controul the world by Love. 


AN INSCRIPTION» 


. 5 } 
WRITTEN UPON ONE Or THE TUBS TN HAN 
WALKS, SEPTEMBER, 1760. 


% 


DARK was the ſky with many a cloud,, 
The fearful lightnings flaſh'd around, 
Low to the blaſt the foreſt bow'd,. 


And bellowing thunders rock'd the ground. 


Faſt fell the rain upon my head, 
And weak and weary were my feet, 
When, lo! this hoſpitable ſhed 
At length ſupplied a kind retreat. 


That in fair Memory's faithful page 
The Bard's eſcape may flouriſh long, 
Vet ſhuddering from the tempeſt's rage, 

He dedicates the votive ſong. 
For ever ſacred be the earth | 
From whence the tree its vigour drew! 
The hour that gave the ſeedling birth! 
The foreſt where the ſcyon grew ! 
| K 5 


= 
Long honour'd may his aſhes reſt, 
Who firſt the tender ſhoot did rear! 


Bleſt be his name! —— but doubly bleſt 
| ig 4X The friendly hand that plac'd it here! 


O ne'er may war, nor wind, nor wave, 
n This pleaſurable ſcene deform, = 

a But Time ſtill ſpare the ſeat which gave 
EO The Poet ſhelter from the itorm.. 


A sONG. BY A NOBLE LORD. 


REsSO LV?D, as her Poet, of Cælia to ſing, 
For ideas of Beauty I ſearch/d thro” the Spring; 
To flowers ſoft blooming compar'd the ſweet maid ; 
But flowers, tho? blooming, at ev'ning may fade. 


— ——ͤ bgB¾ 
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Of ſan-ſhine and breezes I next thought to write, 

Of the breezes ſo ſoft, and the ſun-ſhine ſo bright ; 

But theſe with my Fair no reſemblance will hold, 

For the ſun ſets at night, and the breezes grow cold. 

The clouds of mild ev'ning array'd in pale blue, 

«| While the ſun-heams behind them peep glittering thro, 

= The' to rival her charms they can never ariſe, 

Vet, methought, they look'd ſomething like Czlia's 
ſweet eyes. | | 


Theſe 


1 
Theſe beauties are tranſient, but Cælia's will laſt, 
When Spring, and when Summer, and Autumn are 
paſt; 1 
For ſenſe and good humour no ſeaſon diſarms, 
And the ſoul of my Cælia enlivens her charms. 


At length, on a fruit- tree a bloſſom J found, 

Which beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed fragrance around, 
I then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on my pray'r, 
This bloſſom, I cried, will reſemble my Fair! 


"Theſe colours ſo gay, and united ſo well, 
This delicate texture and raviſhing ſmell, 
Be her perſon's ſweet emblem ! but where ſhall I find, 
In Nature, a beauty that equals her mind ! 


This bloſſom ſo pleaſing, at Summer's gay call, 
Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards fall, 
But behind it the fruit, its ſucceſſor, ſhall riſe, 
By Nature diſrob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe. 


— 


80 Cælia, when Youth, that gay bloſſom, is o'er, 

By her virtues improv'd ſhall engage me the more, 

Shall recall ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her prime, 

When her merit is ripen'd by Love and by Time. 
2 . 
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TohN, THE ENGLISH FOOTMAN. A TALE, 


THE chiming bells from ev'ry ſteeple 

| Proclaim'd to well-diſpoſed people, 

= That they muſt be repairing ſoon 

To ſervice of the afternoon : 

That is—it now was almoſt three; 

My Lord, till at his morning tea, 

(For it was Sunday, and you know 

What then good folks of faſhion do) 

My Lady holds engag'd in chat, 

In blaming this, reforming that: 

«© Since, my dear Lord, at your command, 
J took the management in hand, 5 
« You know, 'twas always my endeavour, 
* Your houſe ſhould be polite avd clever. 
« How well your dignity it ſuits 
«© To have diſcharg'd your Engliſh. brutes! 
9 J think, there now remains but one 

« Ard he, becauſe your tenant's ſon! 

„% Muſt we be plagu'd with ſuch a fot, 

© In complaiſance to Farmer Trot ?”? 

My Lord replies, —** Trot pays his rent, 

« And can make votes to Parliament: 

« And often ſends us chines and turkies ; | 


| And John, too, capable of work is. 
8 | | 8 | „„ > 66. Sand 
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Of heart right ſound, and courage truſty ; 


And that's conſiſtent with my ſcheme, 
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—Send him to work then in the ſtable 
Oh! ſuch a wretch to wait at table! 
Indeed, my dear, it gives me pain, 
T'o ſee him ſhock the Gens de bien 
With toes turn'd in, and aukward mien! 
So this I do inſiſt upon, 
That he immediately be gone!“ 
Since *tis your pleaſure, go he muſt— 
Yet to aſſign ſome cauſe—were juſt— 
At leaſt what plauſible may ſeem— 


In the militia we will ſwear him ; 

Pl write to Fielding not to ſpare him: 
Theſe purpoſes will anſwer double, 
Firſt, in diſcharging you of trouble, 
And in procuring me the merit | 4 
Of acting with a gen'rous ſpirit : | i 
My Lord (they ſay) don't even ſpare _ 
His own domeſtics from the war, 

How ardent for the public weal ! 

Example rare of public zeal ! 

But, let us ſound him firſt, to know 

Whether the rogues inclin'd to go: 

If you, my dear, approve the meaſure,” — G 
Yes—call him up”—My Lord, your pleaſure. 
John, thou'rt a fellow tall and luſty, | 


- 


| qv) 


ci Can you bs in humour bring 
* To ſerve your Country and your King, 
And ſtrait ſome Juſtice go before, 
& Tn the militia to be ſwore ?“ 
- Militia !——What is that, my Lord? 
Il do not underſtand the word 
5 Why, John, it means the French (ah, hang 'em!) 
“ .Soundly whene'er you meet to bang em“ 
Is that the caſe ?—with all my heart— 
PII do my beſt to play my part 
John ſtrait retires, with aukward alrs, 
And meets the valet on the ſtairs, 
| Whom he: accoſts with one ſalute: 
| Of rightly pois'd, elaſtic foot, . 
| Which ſent Monſieur a headlong falling, 
4 And left him at the bottom ſprawling... 
| My Lord's friſeur he next attacks 
With frequent cuffs, and Engliſh thwacks : 
And, while he dreſs'd my Lady's tete, 
John curl'd his locks and comb'd his pate. 
| 'Then hurrying in the kitchen goes, 
= And baſtes the cook, and tweaks his noſe ;. 
| « Vat be de matter, villain, rogue, 
1 % Me kill you, thou one Engliſh dog!“ ; 
; | Soho, quoth John, Monſieur Ragou, | 
I 


Since you thus froth and ſplutter ſo, 
J muſt apply my drudger. too; 


| . e If 
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Tf that won't do- you ſhall, unpitied, 

He ſent to Garrick to be ſpitted ! 

Janton he next attacks, and throws 

Over her head at once her cloaths : 

(And (ſad difaſter !) found—to ſhock one, 

That poor Janton had no ſmock on!) 

Who hurries ſtrait to Ma'moiſelle, 

Enrag'd her loud complaints to tell; 

Who, interfering in the rout, 

% Pine vark indeed dis, Maitre Trotte! 

« I'll do your bus neſs ftrait,” ſhe cries, 

And up ſtairs to my Lady flies, 

And ſcarce, quite out of breath, could ſay, 

« Eh! quelles barbares, quelles fots Anglois ! 

„ Trot has been making ſuch a riot?“ 
The ſcoundret Trot, Lord, Lady cry out 
Your Valet Cook — and Friſeur bang'd! 

— Send him to Fielding to be hang'd! 
And in the fight of the poſtillion 

„ Over Janton's head caſt her cotillon; 
And wat vas varſe, à mon ſurpriſe, 

«© Pauwvre Janton had no Chemiſe.” 

Go, hang him without Judge or Jury, 
Cries out my Lady in a fury. 

John ſummon'd now before e'm all, 

With aching heart attends the call. 

„ Fripon, pcltron, vile Engliſh varlet,”? 
My Lady ſcreams, as red as ſcarlet ; 
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While the ſoft voice of Ma'moifee 
With poll and lap-dog join the yell. 

Poor John, confus'd with wild diſmay, 
Trembling and fault'ring, ſcarce could ſay, 
Only—one word—my Lord, I pray. | 
Pm ſorry thus to have offended, 

But I no harm at all intended. | 
Pour Lordſhip's orders, and my oath, 
You know, my Lord, oblige me both 

To maul the French, to bang and beat em 
In whatfoever place I meet 'em. £ 
Hold, John you quite miſtake the matter, 
«© But not on this ſide of the water; 
„In Flanders beat 'em if you can; 

% And there you'll ſhew yourſelf a man. 

« Or if they ever ſhould be found : 
« To land their force on Britiſh ground, 

© Why then you might exert your ſallies, 
« To drive them back again to Calais. 
The French fo ever degage,. | 

« So airy, gay, polite, and free, 

The object of the vulgar ſpite, 

By long preſcription have a right 

To the protection of the great, 

«© Who live in affluence and ſtate: | 

„ Whom our domeſtics, when we ſtile em, 
Our houſes are their ſure aſylum ; ; 


. Their 
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© Their characters are ſacred there; 

„ So that, if ſaucy ſcoundrels dare 

« T2 inſult their perſons, or to bait 'em, 

« *Tis conſtru'd Scandalum magnatum ; 

«© Then breach of privilege enſues, 

« With fines, impriſonments, and dues : 

Nor, till unto our wills we bend 'em, 

Can habeas Corpus's defend 'em. 
Therefore, for your preſumption, John, 
«© Uncaſe this moment—and be gone!“ 
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THE LAUGHING PHILOSOPHER, 


W HEN TI take an attentive ſurvey of mankind, 

From their follies and vices diverfion I find ; 

Their humours, caprices, their whims and odd Ways, 

Senſations of mirth in me conſtantly raiſe. 

Every place is with curious, choice characters ſtor'd, 

Which, from morning to night, entertainment afford. 

In each lane, in each _— court, ſquare, row, or 
ſtreet, = 

Scenes, truly Hogarthian, I fail not to meet; 

Scenes which would not in-many a muſcle provoke, 

But I from the dulleſt can ſtrike out a joke. 

In every man's motions I merriment trace, 

And can laughter extract FRO. the diſmalleſt face, 


When | 
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When I ſee men and women induſtriouſly ſhun 
Their own thoughts, and each ev'ning to card-tables 
run; 
When dowagers, dreſs'd up like girls of fifteen, 
In the front of a ſide-· box are mad to be ſeen; 
When a blooming young creature to threeſcore is tied, 
That to routs and to plays ſhe in diamonds may ride; 
When Ladies, to ſhew their no learning, talk Latin, 
And Tradeſmen their ſcabbards adorn with white 
ſattin; 
When a poor 'Tallow-chandler, deceas'd, lies in ERS 
Who alive, perhaps, had not five pounds worth of 
plate; | f 
When fat-headed Aldermen ſet up for wit, 
With laughter my ſides are juſt ready to ſplit: 
When a pert Temple beau the fine gentleman apes, 
And prentices brag of their duels and rapes; 
When a young academic aſcends, with an air, 
To the pulpit, and tries to attract all the Fair, 
And oft, in the midſt of his flow'ry diſcourſe, 
Looks around to obſerve if his eyes have had force; 
When travell'd young fops talk of nothing but France, 
When old maids learn to ling, and grown e 
dance; "AM 
When pious ! Ned Shuter at Whitfield's appears, 
J laugh till my eyes are bedimm'd with my tears. 
When women neglect their domeſtic affairs, 
Aud puzzle their heads with political cares 3 


At the lowneſs of ſtocks and the national debt, 


— 


” * = 


1 


When with zeal patriotic they puddings deſpiſe, 
And chatter of taxes, and loans, and ſupplies; 
When thoſe who have nothing to loſe fume and fret 
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And rail at the court in a paſſionate ſtile, 
I hollow ſo loud, you may hear me a mile. 
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A DIALOGUE 


* i 5 
BETWEEN A GENTLEMAN AND A PAINTER, AT 
: ; 

THE EXHIBITION IN SPRING-GARDENS, 


IN THE SPRING, 1770. 


GENT. 


MA. Painter, you joke 
With us peaceable folk, 
For ſurely it never can be; 
That three brave ſons of Mars, 
Can be talking of wars, ED 
Whilſt like miſſes they're ſipping their te. 


PAINT. 


| Theſe are ſoldiers indeed, 
But their trade's not to bleed, 
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*Tis true, they wear long ſwords and boots ; 
Yet they deem it no ſin 
'To ſleep in whole ſkin, 

So ne'er venture to ſtain e'en their coats. 


Should I paint them in arms, 
»Midſt hoſtile alarms, 


What mortals a ſmile could refuſe ? 


For tho? daggers they ſpeak, 
Were their country at ſtake, 


Vet, like Hamlet, Sir, none would they uſes 


*T1s theirs in the Mall 
To attract the ſoft belle, 
Who every day haunts the parade 
For the fair love the brave, - 
And ſtill firmly believe 
Oy mult be ſo who wear a cockade. 


GENT». 
J allow your remark, 
But *tis not in the Park, 

That their proweſs have vanquiſh'd the fair; ; 
There is no one but knows G 
How they ſlaughter'd their foes 

In the battle of Bloomſbury- ſquare. 
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PAINT. 


When Ulyſſes, ſcot-free, 
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?Scap'd the ſword and the ſea, | 1 
As Ovid relateth the fable; 16 
Ie deſcrib'd to his wife, "THE 

Where he ventur'd his life, : ; 
By the wine he had ſpilt on the table. 

Juſt ſo theſe repoſe, 

After routing their foes, _ 

In that bluſt'ring, bloodleſs campaign; ; 
So now, Sir, you ſee, | 
With what's ſpilt of their tea, 
They are fighting it over again. 
« Here the troopers I led 
hes When the enemy fled, 
« And there, Sirs, I loſt my new heaver 
Here a Taylor's aſſault 
« Caus'd the firſt line to halt, 
And there I encounter'd a weaver,” 
5 5 BOBADILs 


PRESENT PUBLIC WISHES, 


THE k- wiſhes to be quiet. 
The people avi him to be great, 
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The Miniſtry avi to continue the majority. 
Patriots wiſh for Liberty. d 
Remonſtrants 20% for redreſs. 
Old maids abi for young huſbands. 
Many huſbands avi for divorces. | 
'The proprietors of Ranelagh and Vauxhall _- for 
fair weather. | 
Chairmen a for foul weather. 
Convicts aui for life. | 
Wilkes ww/es no longer for his liberty. 


His creditors wwi/4 him joy of it. 


The cuts wiſh to be in. 

The 7zns wif to continue ſo. 

Sore conſciences wifh for a reſtriction on the preſs. 
Players ib for good benetts, 
Vagabonds ab for a revolution 
In every branch of the conſtitution. 


And the writer of this rhapſody vibes he had clear, 


No more, nor leſs, than juſt one thouſand * a 
year. 


EPISTLE FROM LADY BRIDGET LANE, TO LADY 
BAB BUTTERFLY, AT YORK. 
" BY CAPTAIN THOMSON, 


You cannot imagine, my dear Lady Bab, 


How anxious I am all my budget to hlab; 


TR. 

But, Lord, I cold tell you a thouſand times better, 

Than ſcribbling my thoughts, like a clerk, in a letter: 

But when we're apart, there is no other means 

Of deſcribing the vulgar, and St. James's ſcenes— 

Well, then to begin, my dear Bab, and be ſhort ; 

In the preſence was, when the May'r came to court; 

Ye Gods! what a ſhame! that the ſcum of the earth 

Should dare to petition as people of birth ; 

Such a fight, my dear Bab, with their gowns and 
broad faces, | 

With their vile vulgar gaits, and their ſtaves and 
their maces ; | 

But, like owls in the Sun, how our r King made them 

| blink ! a 

And then, my dear ſoul, how theſe creatures did link! 

I declare eau de luce hardly kept me from fainting; 

A plague e'en in Turkey, was not half ſo tainting : 

But the King, my dear child, who is always ſo clear, 

Sent the wretches away with a flea in their ear. 

You know how I ſigh'd for a prize in the Lottery; 

But now all my fighs are turn'd round on the Coterie: 

Between you and me, I'd lay twenty to ſeven, 

That many had rather go there than to Heaven ; 

Its the ſnuggeſt affair, and the pleaſanteſt plan, 

For altho' with your huſband —you may have a man; 

Do you know tho”, they ' ve black-ball'd George Sel- 
wyn and March ? 

9 Iwert Macarow, ſo iff and ſo ſtarch) | 

"9m 


* 


f aw ? 


Their reaſons I know not; but ſure it is cruel, 
For of all our gay Lords, ſure my Lord is the jewel; 
As for Selwyn, the creature has wit and good ſenſe, 
Which to me, Lady Bab, is a horrid offence, 

What you loſe my dear creature, by not being in town! 
Foote's open, and Reynolds's paintings are ſhewn : 
Enchanting Vauxhall, where the dark-walks ſo ſnug, 
Afford me, at times, a dear kiſs, and a hug. 

Well, adieu, Lady Bab, for engagements are preſſing; 
1 dine at Almack's —and have not begun dreſſing; 
To reach the dear ſpot, l am all in a fidget, 


And beg to remain, Bab - your dear little 
BRIDGET, 


| IN THE SEASON OF 17609, _ 


7 be Subſcription- Books at Bath were opened for Prayers 
; at the Abbey, and * at the Rooms. 


2 the Evening of the firſt Day, the Number . as 


under © 


S: HE Church and Rooms the other day, 
Open'd their books for Pray'r and Play; 
The Prieſt got twelve Hoyle ſixty-ſeven ; 
How great the odds for Hell gainſt Heaven! 


AN 


T am 3 


AN ANSWER», 


Is ſigning wich the twelve, to Heaven 
The ſureſt way does ſhew, 

And ſigning with the ſixty-ſeven, 
As ſure to Hell to go: . 


Tim, prithee ſay, thou knowing elf, 
(For to decide I'm loth) _ 

Where go the reſt, who with thyſelf, 
Perhaps have ſign'd with both? 


Thus Juſtice ſays, at her court leet, 
(And Juſtice is no ſtinter) 

In Heav'n you'll have a Summer ſeat, 
„In Hell a houſe for Winter.” 


8 rf 


8 AVS Ch-dl-gh to a certain dame, 


Whom royal horners woo, 
I almoſt think it is a ſhame 
To talk to ſuch as you. 


Vol. VI. . 
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We both, replied the titled whore, 
; Have been a theme for laughter; 
The diff”rence this, you felt before, 
My foible happen'd after. 


ON A BLACK MARBLE STATUE OF A SLAVE 
STANDIN.G IN ONE OF THE INNS OF COURT, 


IN vain, poor ſable ſon of woe, 
Thou ſeek'ſt a tender ear; 
In vain thy tears with anguiſh flow, 
For Mercy dwells not here. 


From cannibals thou fly'ſt in vain : 
Lawyers leſs quarter give; 
The firſt won't eat you till you're ſlain, 
The laſt will do't alive. 


ON SEEING A LAW-BOOK 
BOUND IN UNCOLOURED CALF, AND WHITY 
| EDGES. | | 


WITH unftain'd edges, and in ſpotleſs calf, 
A Law-book bound muſt make a ſtoic laugh; 


For 


ar 


For in that ſtriking emblem you may ſee, 

Not what the Law is, but what the Law ould he: 
A Law-book thus in the Law Livery dreſt, 

Is like a Jefuit in a Layman's veſt ; 

"Tis like a ſtrumpet cloath'd in ſpotleſs white 3 
'Tis like a bitter apple, fair to ſight ; 
'Tis like a ſimple Quaker, plain and neat, 
That with his yeas and noes 1s ſure to cheat ; 
"Tis like a pirate, that falſe colours ſhows, 

Or Hecla's flames conceal'd in virgin ſnows 
»Tis like—in ſhort, 'tis like Dan Milton's fin ; 
All fair without, but monſtrous foul within, 


WRITTEN UNDER A PICTURE OF KITTY FISHER, 


"<> 


DRAWN IN THE CHARACTER OF CLEOPATRA, 


T O this fam'd character how juſt thy right! 
Thy mind as wanton, and thy form as bright, 


A BALLAD, 


my 
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Bright 1 yet never ſaw bedded, 5 


L 


A BALLAD, BY THE EARLS OF CHESTERFIELD 


AND BATH, 
[See Swift's Works, vol. xviii. p. 324.] 


I. i 


TH Muſes quite jaded with rhyming, 


To Molly Mogg bid a farewel, 
But renew their ſweet melody chyming, 
To the name of dear Molly Lapel. 


-IL 
So perfect a beau and a belle, 
As when Harvey the handſome was wedded, 


To the beautiful Molly Lal. 


III. 


So powerful her charms, and ſo moving, 


They would warm an old Monk in his cell, 
Should the Pope himſelf ever go roving, 
He would follow dear Molly La—1. 


- 


[= 


IV. 
If to the geraglio you brought her, 

Where for ſlaves their maidens they ſell, 
I'm ſure, tho? the Grand Signior bought her, 
He'd ſoon turn a flave to La—]1. 


V. 
Had I Hanover, Bremen, and Verden, 
And likewiſe the dutchy of Zell, 
I'd part with them all for a farthing, 
To have my dear Molly Lal. 


VI. 
Or were I the King of Great Britain, 
To chuſe a Miniſter well, 
And ſupport the Throne that I ſit on, 
Fd have under me Molly La—]l. 


VII. 


Of all the bright beauties fo killing, 
In London's fair city that dwell, 

None can give me ſuch joy, were ſhe willing 
As the beautiful 2 La -l. ö 


VIII. 
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VIII. 


What man would not give the great Ticket, 


To his ſhare if the benefit fell, 


To be but one hour in a thicket, 


With the beautiful Molly La—l. 
IX. 
Shou'd Venus now riſe from the ocean, 


And naked appear in her ſhell, 
She would not cauſe half the emotion, 


That we feel ſrom dear Molly La—t. 


X. 


* 


Old Orpheus, that huſband ſo civil, 


He follow /d his wife down to Hell, 
And who would not go the Devil, 
For the ſake of dear Molly La—1. 


XI. 


Her lips and her breath are much ſweeter 
Than the thing, which the Latins call Mel, 


Who wou'd not thus pump for a meter, 
To chyme to dear Molly La—], 


XII. 


I 
XII. 
In a bed you've ſeen pinks and roſes, 
Wou'd you know a more delicate ſmell, 


Aſc the fortunate man that repoſes, 
On the boſom of Molly La—]I. 


XIII. 


'Fis a maxim molt fit for a lover, 
If he kiſſes he never ſhould tell, . 
But no topgue can ever diſcover 


His pleaſures with Molly La—l. 
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Heaven keep our good King from a riſing, 
But that riſing who's fitter to quell, s 

Than ſome Lady with beauty ſurpriſing, ' 
And who ſhou'd that be but La—], - "5M 
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If Curll wou'd print me this ſonnet, 
To a volume my verſes ſhou'd ſwell, 
A fig for what Dennis ſays on it, 
He can never find fault with La—1, 
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XVI. 
Then Handel to muſic ſhall ſet it, 
Thro' England my ballad ſhall ſell, ; 
And all the world readily get it, 
To ſing to the praiſe of Lal. 


4a IN; K 
TO WILLIAM PULTNEY, ESO. 
1. 


REMOTE from Liberty and Truth, 
By Fortune's crime, my early youth, 

| Drank Error's poiſon'd ſprings; _ 
Taught by dark creeds, and myſtic law, 
Wrapp'd up in reverential awe, | 


1 bow'd to Prieſts and Kings, 
IT. 


Soon Reaſon dawn'd, with troubled foht . 
I caught the glimpſe of painful light, 
Afflicted and afraid; 
Too weak it ſhone to mark my way, 


Enough to tempt my ſteps to ſtray, 


Along the dubious ſhade, 


II. 
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Reſtleſs I roam; when from afar, 

Lo! Hooker ſhines with friendly ſtar, 
Sends forth a ſteady ray ; 

Thus cheer'd, and eager to purſue, 
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I mount, till, glorious to my view, 


Locke ſpreads the realms of day, . - 
” IV. 
Now, warm'd with Sidney's noble page; 


J pant with all the Patriot's rage, 
Nor wrapt in Plato's dream; 

With More and Harrington, around 

J tread fair Fœedom's magic ground, 
And trace the flait'ring icheme. 


V. 


But ſoon the beanteous viſion flies, 

And hideous ſpectres {trait ariſe, 
(Corruption's direful tram) 

The partial Judge perverting laws, 

The Prieſts forſaking Virtue's cauſe, 
And Senates flaves to gain. 
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Vainly the pious Artiſts toil, 
Would rear to Heaven a mortal pile, 
On ſome immortal plan; 


Within a ſhort tho' varying date, 


Confin'd, alas! is every ſtate 
Of empire and of man. 


VII. 


What tho' the good, the brave, the wiſe, 


With adverſe force undaunted riſe, 


To break th? eternal doom; 
Tho' Cato liv'd, tho? Tully ſpoke, 
And Brutus dealt the godlike ſtroke, 
Yet periſh'd fated Rome. 


To ſwelt ſome future tyrant's pride, 
Tho? Fleury pours the golden tide 
On Gallia's ſmiling ſhores, 
Once more her fields ſhall thirſt in vain, 
For wholeſome ſtreams of honeſt gain, 


Whilſt Rapine waſtes her ſtores, 
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IX. 


Vet glorious is the great deſign, 

And ſuch, O Pulteney, ſuch is thine, 
To prop a nation's frame; 

If cruſh'd beneath the ſacred weight, 

The ruins of a falling State, 

| Shall cell the Patriot's name, 


THE SINE CURE, 


i 


A POETICAL PETITION TO THE RIGHT HO- 
NOURABLE ROBERT WALPOLE, ESQ. FOR THE 
GOVERNMENT. OF DUCK ISLAND. IN ST, JAMES'S 


PARK. | i 


WEARY'D with vain purſuits, and humble grown, 

Sad in the country, and too poor for town; 

Oh, how I long, in ſome ſoft ſilent ſeat, 

To taſle calm quiet, in ſerene retreat! 

Where books and eaſe, and time for ſerious thought, 

May make Wit Wiſdom e'er I'm good for nought. 

Walpole, to thee the Muſe afflicted flies, 

And, from the deep, like ſhip-wreck'd Jonah—cries, 

Thou, the right-hand of Fortune, form'd to give, 
Let me not die, before I' vg learn'd to live. | 
15 | I not 
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I not for lordly poſt or penſion plead, 

Sure Heaven will my reduc'd deſire ſucceed! 

St. James's Wilderneſs, the Park's fair iſle, 
Wou'd crown my wiſh, and Care's long hand begaile, 
On that delightful and ſequeſter'd ſpot, 

Fitted for me, as Zoar was for Lot: 

I'd full content and ſatisfaction find, 

And cultivate the garden of my mind; 

Like good St. Evremont“, I'd grow a ſage, 

And war with Nonſenſe, Vice and Folly wage; 
And, cabin'd ſafe in ſolitude and peace, 

'Think who's at helm, nor tear the ſtorm'd increaſe, 
What princely pleaſure; in that envied ſcene, 

To hold high empire o'er the people green? 

Each roſy morn, the riſing Sun to wait, 


And walk, with him, around my orb in ſtate ; 


My ſubject ducks ſhould watch my gracious will, 
And paitve geeſe ſhou'd owe me every quill ; 

To each in order traverſing my land, | 

I'd toſs due bleſſings with impartial hand. 

Birds ſhou'd by love, and beaſts by fear, obey, 
Yet all pay tribute in th? Imperial way; 

Yet no tyrannic power ſhou'd pinch their right, 
Nor bold Rebellion wing their wills for flight. 


* Monſ. St. Evremont was preferred to the Government of 


Duck Iſland, by King Charles the Second, and and a conſiderable 


yearly penſion allowed him. 


Still 


[ 3 
Still Pd adorn my ſtate with ſomething new, 
Prune its wild proſpects, and enlarge its views: 
Mazes of knotty politics invent, 
And in each open quarter plant content. 
Then, when diſpos'd for ſolitary thought, 
Inſpir'd by leiſure, and by duty taught, 
I'd run thro? Nature, and the cauſes find, 
Which lift ſome ſingle ſouls above mankind ; 
Which, thro' deſcending ages lengthen Fame, 
And mark a Tully's, or a Walpole's name 
Kindling at this a fill ſublimer fire, 
My grateful heart might teach me to aſpire ; 
Smit with my Country's love, might Truth purſue, 
And charm an unborn race, by painting you. 
Exhauflleſs ſtore my ſubject iſle contains, 
For apt illufions to adorn my trains! 155 
In narrow compaſs what is not compris'd, 
Britannia's ſea-girt land epitomized ; 
From crowded ſcenes of great Auguſta rent, 
As our bleſs'd climate from the continent; 
A colony of feather'd people, where, 
(If we with great may ſmaller things compare) 
I like a Biſhop would o'er- ſee my cure, 
Or govern like a King—in miniature! 

When my few friends to viſit me ſhould pleaſe, 
How ſweet to walk betwixt embowering trees; 
Trees that ſhould nod, obſervant, as I pals, 

And yield as humble homage as the graſs, 


— = 5 
FIST of > — — N 
ä n 
e — - * 1 
; — a ot . * 
— — ( L—ͤ—v— 8 na = 
4 + g 4 my 


=: = « - 
— < 2 FM * * — 
— — —— . SI Nr * 
a * —— =x === — 
g — m —— — 
— Sn Ian rg, — ans. A 8 — — 
— rat — 2 r —— — ſg — * 8 — —— 
r * n e I — —— = ä T n 30 o 5 
dn 2 Pr 8 "Fe dn 3 r 2 IE I . I _— 8 — 6 - 
T0 ˙ꝓ w r Bro 4 —»‚—ͤ. Ä —r˙ r 10 as 3 
5 — * — 3 4 Rc P72 = 8 — a 3 (27 04 2 — 2 1 * 2 WM... , _— — Dil 
8 RY 2 — em Ga at r 8 r * 5 * 3 1 
- 3 CTC LINES Ho ho AE ns = LA TS IE IT ww ooo I NES. n — = 
= 2 — SW. 2 r=. bes +. E 3 


- 
— 


* — prong 
* a of v 


rf. uy 


5 
1 
2 — 


* 


; Hy 
= 
( Y G 
oh | 4 - 
17S 
, . 
. 15 
1 
3 
175 
1 


Or, 


1 234 J 
Or, ſoft reclining in a ſhort repoſe, 
Plucking ſurrounding fruitage as it grows; 
I to theſe friends, inſtructive but not vain, 
Wou'd, like St. John in Patmos, Truth explain; 
Teach them that happineſs in ſilence reigns, 
And builds her bow'ry ſeats on peaceful plains. 
While they tell news of miſchiefs hourly known 
In public place, and the pernicious town, 
And every word they ſpeak confirms my own, 
But ſhou'd my patron deign to leave the Court, 
And humbly to my hermitage reſort ; 
Ambitious, I myſelf wou'd waft him o'er, 
And hail his preſence on my happy ſhore. 
There might he ſafe unbend his active mind, 
Or form, perhaps, ſome ſcheme to bleſs mankind: 
Then wou'd the Golden Age be mine again, 
And Charles's ſhou'd be loſt in George's reign. 
How pleas'd in fancy, how do dreams delight, 
And, ah! what pity mine ſhou'd prove a rite! 
HeaSme, thou Atlas of our leaning State, 
Conſent at leaſt to make one Poet great; 
On thee the Muſes then ſhall fix their eye, 
And, for thy glory, witole Parnaſſus vie; 
To guard our hopes have been the Heroes pride, 
"Tis good to have the Poets on thy ſide, 
| | I, for return, will yearly homage pay, 


5 And bleſs the riſing of thy natal day; 


TAJ 


Not only this, but now and then afford 

A trout, or duck, to dignify thy board. 
*Tis done, I hear the royal mandate given, 
Let Mitchell have his poor poetic Heaven; 
And, to ſupport his government, we grant 
Twice fifty pounds per annum—all I want, 
Pray fill the bowl-—tis decent to be glad, 
Homer, on leſs occaſion, had run mad. 


FEMALE CHARACTERS, 


Veluti in ſpeculo. 5 


— — TIE Eno mom—n—_—_— 


THE chief in pride, Cardilla firſt appears; 
A flave to play, tho' wrinkled o'er with years; 
Dupe to a reigning paſſion for quadrille, 
Her heart exults at ſight of dear ſpadille; 
Thoſe eyes, which ſcarce within their orbits roll, 
Beam a faint ray when Fortune gives a vole ; 
Eager and reſtleſs ſhe the game purſues, 
And each ſucceſſive day the taſk renews : 
Let old Cardilla, ere too Jate, attend 
he ſhort, but needful counſel of a friend 
ack up your cards, the ſhuffling paſtime leave 
A few lifts more convey you to the grave. 
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Quite different ſcenes Matrona's thoughts engage, 


Scenes that adorn, ſupport, and gladden Age; 


In Wiſdom's paths with calm delight ſhe treads, 


And o'er Diſtreſs the tear of Pity ſheds ; 


Nor only ſheds a tear—her hand ſupplies 
The orphan's wants, and wipes the widows eyes: 


Unfeigned Virtue all her action's guides, 


| Glows in her heart, and o'er her ſteps preſides ; 


Meek and reſign'd, with fortitude ſhe bears 
The pains of Nature, and the load of years, 


Locks back with pleaſure on each well-ſpent day, 


And forward to the tomb without diſmay. 


Pratella's fav'rite weapon is her tongue, 
OiPd like a hone, and like a balance hung; 
Once put in motion quick vibration keeps, 
And ſcarcely is at reſt ev'n while ſhe ſlee ps 
Did Wit or Wiſdom her harangues inſpire, 
We then could hear with patience, and admire ; 
But what her pert, loquacious tongue employs, 
Is Folly, Faſhion, Scandal, Traſh and Noiſe: 
Envy and Spleen reign jointly in her breaſt, 
Of all the ſofter paſſions diſpoſſeſt; 

Envy depreciates every .generous deed, 


And makes ev'n Virtue like a victim bleed, 


While Spleen beholds, with teleſcopic eyes, 


The ſmalleſt faults, and ſwells them into Vice, 


In 


| . 
In heighten'd colours ev'ry foible draws, 
And holds from modeſt Worth its juſt applauſe— 
Go, look at home in calm RefleQion's glaſs, 
And on yourſelf an honeſt cenſure paſs ! 
A ſov'reign cure, Pratella, there you'll find, 
To heal a venom'd tongue, and ranc'rous mind. 


Not ſach Modeſta : when ſhe deigns to ſpeak, 


Truth guides her tongue, and Beauty warms her cheek; 


The native muſic of her voice imparts 

Grace to her words, and pleaſure to our hearts: 
The wiſeſt maxims of the hoary ſage 

(With care ſelected from the Stoic page) 

Enrich her mind, and give her language weight, 
In friendly converſe, or in learn'd debate; 

Her ſpeech no love of Scandal e'er betrays, 
Modeſta's filent when ſhe cannot praiſe : 

When Wit and Mirth their lively charms diſplay, 
Her genius ſparkles, and her ſoul is gay; 

No prudiſh frowns upon her face appears, 

And in her conduct no coquetiſh airs ; 

Courteous to all, unconſcious of offence, 

She ſhines the firſt in Virtue, Truth and Senſe, 


| Young, briſk and bold, Vanetta flaunts away, 
And would be thought the gayeſt of: the gay; 
Vet Summers flies receive more gaudy hues 


From Sol's warm radiance, and Aurora's dews : 
Full 
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Full ſhe diſplays, in every public place, 
Her pride of heart, and impudence of face ; 
She mimicks Wit, while Folly mimicks her, 
And hard to ſay, which mimick to prefer: 
Like Milton's Death, ſhe “ grins a ghaſtly ſmile,” 
Much too forbidding ever to beguile, 
And yet Vanetta deems her ſelf-loy'd charms 
Of power to draw the wealthieſt to her arms. 
Grant that ſucceſs her fondeſt wiſhes crowns ! 
Not Hymen's raptures will unhend her frowns, 
To church ſhe goes, with moſt affected zeal, 
Not to confeſs her faults, but to conceal ; 


Thoughtleſs of Heav'n, the hurries thro? her pray'rs, 


Eyes her dear ſelf, and then around her ſtares : 
But if, perchance, on Pride the Parſon treats, 


She drops her bible, flirts her fan, and frets; 


So the gall'd jade is ſeen to wince and ſtart, 
If you but gently touch the tender part. 


Unlike Vanetta is that charming maid, . 
Whoſe beauty needs no faſhionable aid, 
Amanda nam*d—to low but honeſt birth, 
Her modeſt mien and ſolid ſenſe give worth ; 
She leaves to thoſe, whom fickle Fancy bred, 


The rainbow ribbon, and the high rais'd head; 


In this lov'd Nymph are beauteouſſy combin'd 


The decent dreſs and well inſtructed mind: 


* 
— 


The 
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The church ſhe viſits, but without parade, 

And there her vows religiouſly are paid ; 

She fears no cenſure when the Prieſt declaims, 
Whole life is virtuous, and ſincere her aims: 
Amanda's feet in pious paths have trod, 

Which lead to honour, ſafety, peace, and God. 
Vanetta, view this lovely picture well, 

And ſtrive, in all that's good, Amanda to excel! 


E a 


TOM prais'd his friend (who chang'd his ſtate) 
For binding faſt himſelf and Kate 
| In union ſo divine; | 
Wedlock's the end of life, he cried. | 
Too true, alas! faid Jack, and figh'd— 
———""]'w11l be the end of mine, 
E 11 0G 


SAYS my Lord to his cook, you ſon of a punk, 
How comes it I ſee you, thus, ev'ry day drunk? 
Phyſicians, they ſay, once a month do allow, 
A man for his health, to get drunk—as a ſow. 
That is right, quoth the cook, but the day they don't 
os 1 
So for fear I ſhould miſs it, Lm drunk ev'ry day. 
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TO LORD EDOECOMBE's PIG. 


— 


Y E Muſes quit your ſacred ftream, 
And aid me like the bard of yore, 
Hight, Milton, for like his, my theme 
In verſe was never ſung before. 
Indeed the tale is often told in proſe ; 


} 


Since all the world the mighty wonder knows ! 


- 


Theme of ſublimity ! my boar, 
All hail! thou beaſt of high renown, 
As famous as the horſe of yore, 
That won his lucky Lord a crown“; 
Fam'd as Miſs Leſbia's bird, in verſe ſo ſoft - 
Recorded, or the rabbits of Moll Toft ! 


Hail pig! at Tunbridge born and bred, 
Who ſingleſt out his L-—p there, 
Event that round the region ſpread, 
And made the gaping million ſtare 
And ſtrange it was to ſee, upon my word, 
A pig for ever trotting with my L—d! 


* Darius, 


The 
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The gentry marvell'd at the ſight ; 

The public walks, the rooms they rung: 
*T'was L—d and pig from morn to night, 
And pig and L -p all day long. 
Soon did the wond'rous tale to London wing, 
The nobles heard it, and they told the King. 


2 


Good Lord ! ſays one, what can this mean ? 
And rais'd the whites of both his eyes : 
It bodes ſome dire portent T ween. 
I can't tell, ſure, a ſecond cries. 
Thus did the world indulge conjecture vague, 
For earthquakes ſome contending, ſome a plague ! 


But ſuch the meaner world, the crew 
Of dull uneducated brains; 
But mark th' opinions of the few, 
Hear what the learned world maintains : 
Some deem'd the L—d St. Anthony incog. 
To earth re- travell'd with his fav'rite hog. 


Others, in Oriental lore 
Deep vers'd, that heard the pcerleſs tale, 
Declar'd with judgment ſage, the boar 
Did ſecrets to my Lörd reveal, 
Like the fam'd Dove the Muſſelman's revere, 
Which, billing, whiſper'd in the Prophet's * ear. 


* Mahomet. 
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While ſome as ſagely as the reſt, 
Who firm believ'd in tranſmigrations, 
Pronounc'd this friendly grunting beaſt 
One of his Lordſhip's near relations, 
Doom'd by the Fates, for certain deeds divine, 
To animate the body of a ſwine |! 


Hail pighog ! by whoſe potent aid, 
My L—d his health had, and employ ! ' 
My L—y too, was brought-to-bed, 
Heav'n bleſs it! of a chopping boy. 
Event that Fame fo founded with her horn, 
As ſcar'd the very infants yet unborn! _ 


Thrice happy hog ! with Mrs. Joan *, 
Who, in a chariot, cheek by jole, 
Did'ſt, Jehu-like, from Tunbridge Town 
'To Mount's enchanting manſions roll ; 
Where to thy levee, thouſands did repair, 
With nine fat Aldermen and Mr. Mayor. 


The Mayor and Aldermen polite, 
Swore that without or fee or purchaſe, 
If fo his Lordſhip thoft it right, 


They'd chooſe thee, gentle ſwine, for burgeſs. 


Thank ye, replied his Lordſhip ; but, odſnigs ! 
Tho! aſſes fit, tis never granted pigs, | 
* My Lady's waiting woman, 


\ 


Thrice 
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Thrice happy hog ! who lov'ſt to ſnore, 
Reclining on my L—y's lap, 
Who gives thy hiſt'ry o'er and o'er, 
While pigſnye gruntling takes his nap. 
- Delightful tale, that ſtrikes all ſtories dumb, 
From Gog, the mighty giant, to Tom Thumb, 


TO A LADY WHO GREATLY ADMIRED THE $SPA- 
. NISH POETRY. 


i 5 
IN THE MANNER OF ALONZO DE ERCILLA. 


W HEN I would thy beauties paint, 
All the pow'r of verſe is faint ; 
Though a hapleſs, hopeleſs Lover, 
All thy charms I can diſcover ; 

Charms are only found in thee, 
Charms which 'tis unſafe to ſee ; 
Charms which might a Hermit bribe ; 
Charms no language can deſcribe, 
Where words no fit ideas raiſe, 

Silence beſt expreſſes praiſe. 


But when I explore thy mind, 
A new world of charms I find; 


Every 
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Every virtue, every grace, 
There poſſeſs their proper place; 
When of theſe I think awhile, 
Raptures ſoon my ſoul beguile. 
For too ſtrong, too clear a light, 
Suits not either ſenſe or ſight L 
All we can do is to gaze, 
Sweetly loſt in fond amaze, 


— 


Faireſt Flavia, fav'rite maid ! 

Let theſe artleſs lays perſuade. 

Not that I am ſkill'd in verſe, 

Or thy conqueſts can rehearſe ; 

But, what 1 did long conceal, 

That thy beauty's force I feel, 

And in mournful numbers ſigh, 

For thoſe charms by which I die. 

Let them tell—what would you more? 


That I expire, and yet adore. 


ON THE ROYAL MARRIAGE ACT, 


UO T'H: Dick to Tom, this act appear 
Abſurd, as Pm alive; 5 
To take the crown at eighteen years, 


The wife at twenty-five, 
1 The 


od — 
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The myſt'ry how ſhall we explain ? 
For, ſure, as Dowdefwell ſaid, 


Thus early if they're fit to reiga, 
They muſt be fit towed? 


Quoth Tom to Dick—thou art a fool, 
And little know'ſt of life l 
Alas! tis eaſier far to rule 

A kingdom than a wife. 


ON THE INNEN DED IMPROVEMENTS IN THE 


PARK. 


IN Charles's time the ducks were fav'rites made, 
The Mall was neat, the walks all ſmil'd in ſhade ; 
The ducks, now flown, their abſent waters weep, 
The walks no more their former beauty keep. 
When at at his window G— gets up to yawn, 
To pleaſe his fight, he makes a lifeleſs lawn ; 
There wanders over the little void, with eyes 

That wide behold what all the world SHE: 
Alas! indulge him, to his ſenſe be kind ; 

'Tis n Nature to inſult the blind, 


* 


Mr. Dowdeſwell's Speech on the Royal Marriage Act. 
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AN EMBLEM Or WEDLOCK, 


IN CHAUCER'S STILE, 


F ULL well by lerned clerkis it is ſed, 
That womanhood for manmis. uſe was TY 25 
Vet naughty man liketh not one or ſo; 

But luſteth, aye, unthriftily, for mo. 

And whom he whilom cheriſhyd — 5 tied 

By holy church, he can not her abide. 

Like to a dog, that lighteth of a bone, 

His tail he waggeth, glad thereof ygrown; 
But if thilk bone unto his tail thou tie, 

Pardie, he, fearing it, away doth fly. 

A SHORT POETICAL bh tende, OF A: FEMALE 
OUTS: vir or ell 


Wh 


BEHOLD the feene a motley tribe compoſe, 
Wives, widows, maids, and intermingle beaux: 
All orders, ages, in one league unite; e 
And to dear paſſage conſecrate the night! 
Now the dice rattle in the ſounding box, 
Now groans the table with repeated knocks, - 
(Delightful muſic to the gameſter's ear) 

While ev'ry boſom beats with hope or fear. 

„ : N 1 * A paſs 


1 i 
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A paſs reſounds; —what wond'rous tranſ. ports riſe 
In Czlia's breaſt, and lightens in her eyes ! | 
She ſweeps the board the fop with ardent gaze, 
Admires the beauty that her arm difplays. 


But who, unmov'd, can bear the piteous fight, 
While Cynthia frets, and raves at Fortunes ſpite ? 
Fled from her cheeks are every love and grace, 
And all the Fury threatens in her face : 
Diſtracted, loſt with grief, and rage o'ercome, 
She quits the dice, and flies to ſtorm at home. 


When I a curſe implore, may courteous Fate 
With ſuch a conſort curſe the man I hate !— 
But, if there's one amongſt the many found, 
Adorn'd with Modeſty, with Reaſon crown'd, - 
Who treads the ſlippery paths of Youth with care, 
And, uninfected, breathes in tainted air: 

If ſuch there be, kind Heav'n afford thy aid, 
And ſoften to my with the virtuous maid ! 
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THE FOUR FOLLOWING EPIGRAMS WERE WRIT- 


TEN BY MR. JOHN HACKETT, FORMERLY OF 
BALIOL COLLEGE. 


A Cock within a ſtable pent, 
Was ſtrutting o'er ſome heaps of dung, 
And, ay, as round and round he went, 
The mettl'd courſers ſtampt and flung. 
Bravo! quoth he, a decent noiſe, 
We make a tolerable pother; 
But let's take care, my merry boys, 
We: tread not upon one another. 


FRANK, who will any friend ſupply, 

Lent me ten pieces. Frank, ſays II, 
Haſt any paper? Tis but fair, 

Vou take my note. Quoth Frank, hold e 
Jack, to the caſh I've bid adieu, 

No need to waſte my paper too. 


W HEN fancies queer plagu'd Menelaus' head, 
Thus to her Lord, tlie blooming Helen ſaid, 

This earthly part to Troy tho' Paris bore, 

Still was my ſoul with thee, on Sparta's ſhore, + 
Troth it may be, quoth he, I believe it well; 
Howe'er, the next time leave me the body Nell. 
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Fi ROM morning to evening and evening to morning, 

Your fellows are peſt'ring us with their French horning; 

Do, top this damn'd work: you forget _ friend 
ye; * 

Your horns, Sir, made noiſe enough three years ago. 


- 
1 * 


ON THE DEATH Or THE LADY OF THR RIGHT 
HONOURABLE” JOHN SHELLY, WHO DIED IN 
CHILD-BED. | | : 


* 8 


BY THE REV. DR. DELAP. 


TEARs, ſuch as Angels weep; ſhou'd now diffuſe, 
Around this hallow'd earth, their holieſt dews, 
Where reſt fair Wilhelmina's laſt remains. - 
She for her infant bore a mother's pains, 
And died to give it life. In Beauty's bloom, 
Heav'n ſnatch'd its favourite to an early tomb; 
Its gent'leſt, beſt belov'd, who ſeem'd deſign'd 
To ſhew how far a meek and modeſt mind, 
With its own ſimple pow'rs and native grace, 
Could mend the features of the faireſt face ; 
How fix a friend's, a brother's, huſband's mtg 
n alas, the pow'r of Death to move! 
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Self. tutor'd thus, above all rules of Art, 
This child of Nature play d her blameleſs part, 
And ſunk with that unſullied foul to reſt, | 
Whack: Heay'n firſt breath'd into her infant breaſt. 


keg ) 


THE WAY TO CHUSE A WIFE. 


— 


I eber I quit the ſingle life, 
Je this the model of my wife - 
N Beauty, without Art, 3% 84g 1 

Who's from her toilet fmpiy neat; 

Who golden tiſſue can deſpiſe, 

And wears no brillian ts, but her eyes 
Deſiring Love, and ſparkling Wit. 
Soft blended in her eyes ſhould meet: 

And, in lier dimpled {miles be en 

A modeſt, ak a cheesful mien. 


As . find i in "VEN es | 
Her ſpeech let proper ſilence ee 3 
Her converſation ever free 150. 
From cenſure, as from Res p 
And undifſembled-1nnocence, 

Not apt to give or take offence ; 
Nor fond of compliments, nor rude; 4} 


Not a coquet, nor yet a prude: li bels booted 
Her © 1 Averſe 


= 
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Averſe to wanton ſerenades 
Nor pleas' d with midnight ber * 
The virtues that her ſex adorn, 


By honour guarded; not by ſcorn; ; 
Not ſuperſtitious, nor profane, 


But in Religion greatly plain. z* 
To ſuch a virgin, ſuch a wife, 
I give my love, I give my life. 
3 | ä a : | 7 4 F 
o LOVE. AR SEEGY. 
BY DR. AK ENS IDE. 
[Never before publiſhed. ] | = 

| ; | 1 
Too much my heart of Beauty's power hath known, 14 
Toe long to Love hath Reaſon left her throne; i 15 
Too long my Genius mourn'd his myrtle chain, 15 


And three rich years of youth conſum'd in vain. 

My wiſhes, lull'd with ſoft inglorious dreams, 

Forgot the Patriot's and the Sage's themes; 

Thro' each Elyfian vale and Fairy grove, | 

Thro' all th? enchanted paradiſe of Love, 

Miſled by ſickly Hope's deceitful flame, 

Averſe to Action, and renouncing Fame. a, 
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At laſt the viſionary ſcenes decay wy A 
My eyes gxalting bleſs the new-born day, 
Whoſe faithfukbeams detect the dangerous road 
In which my heedleſs feet ſecurely trode, 

And ftrip the phantoms of their lying charms, 
That Jur'd my foul 1 W * arms. 

For ſilver fireams- and. ha baſpreatl 510 flow 75, 
For moſſy couches and harmonious bowers, 

Lo! barren heaths appear, and pathleſs woods, 
And rocks hung dreadful o'er unfathom'd floods: 
Fer openneſs of heart, for tender ſmiles, 

Looks fraught with love, and wrath-diſarming wiles, 
Lo! ſullen Spight, and perjur'd Luſt of Gain, 
And cruel Pride, and crueller Diſdain. 

Lo! cordial faith'to ideot airs refin'd,. 

Now coolly civil, now tranſporting kind. : 

For graceful eaſe, lo! Affectation walks, 
And dull half ſenſe, for Wit and Wiſdom talks. 
New to each hour what low delight Guqpeedas!. 

By 95 their E But by getting 150 e : 
And all their courage in deceiving ſhown. 


See next what plagues attend, the Lover's ſtate, 
What frightful forms of Terror, Scorn, and Hate! 
See burning Fury Heaven and Earth defy ! 

See dumb Deſpair in icy fetters lie! | 
| F „ 


* 
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See black Suſpicion bend his gloomy brow, 
The hideous image of himſelf to view z 
And fond Belief, with all a Lover's flame, 
Sinks in thoſe arms that point his head with ſhame ! 
There wan Dejection, falt'ring as he goes, 
In ſhades and ſilence vainly ſeeks repoſe; _ 
Muſing thro? pathleſs wilds, conſumes the day, 
Then, loſt in darkneſs, weeps the hours away. 
Here the gay croud of Luxury advance, 
Some touch the lyre, and others urge the dance; 
On every head the roſy garland glows, | 
In every hand the golden goblet flows. 
The Syren views them with exulting eyes, 
And laughs at baſhful Virtue as ſhe flies. 
But ſee behind, where Scorn and Want appear, 
The grave remonſtrance, and the witty ſneer. 
See fell Remoxſe in action, prompt to dart 
Her ſnaky poiſon thro” the conſcious heart. | 
And Sloth to cancel, with oblivious ſhame, 5 
The fair memorial of recording Fame. 
Are theſe delights that one would wiſh to gain? 
Is this th' Elyſium of a ſober brain? 
To wait for happineſs in female ſmiles, _ 
Bear all her ſcorn, be caught with all her wiles, 
With prayers, with bribes, with lies her pity crave, 
Bleſs her hard bonds, and boaſt to be her ſlave; 
To feel, for trifles, a diſtracted train 
Of hopes and terrors equally in vain ;, 
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This hour to tremble, and the next to glow, 
Can Pride, can Senſe, can Reaſon ſtoop ſo low ? 
When Virtue, at an eaſier price, diſplays 

The ſacred wreaths of honourable praiſe; 

When Wiſdom utters her divine decree, 

To laugh at 8 Folly, and be fre. 


F bid adieu, then, to theſe woeful ſcenes ; "th 


1 bid adieu to all the ſex of Queens; 
Adieu to every ſuffering, ſimple ſoul, 
T hat lets a woman's will his eaſe controul. 


There laugh, ye witty, and rebuke, ye grave! 


For me, I ſcorn to boaſt that I'm a ſlave. 


I bid the whining brotherhood be gone. 


Joy to my heart! my wiſhes are my own ! 
Farewel the female Heaven, the female Hell; 

To the great God of Love a glad farewel. 

Is this the triumph of thy awful name? 

Are theſe the ſplendid hopes that urg'd thy aim, 
When firſt my boſom own'd thy haughty ſway, 
When thus Minerva heard thee, boaſting ſay : 


«c 


cs 


cc 


66 


4 


o, math] maid, elſewhere thy arts employ, 
Nor hope to ſhelter that devoted boy. 

Go, teach the ſolemn ſons of Care and Age, 
The penſive Stateſman, and the midnight Sage; 
The young, with me, muſt ot ther leſſons prove, 


n calls for Pleaſure, Plea ure calls for Love. 
25 a «© Behold 


1 
“ Behold his heart thy grave advice diſdains, 
“ Pehold, I bind him in eternal chains.“ 


Alas! great Love, how idle was the boaſt ! 
Thy chains are broken, and thy leſſons loſt. 
Thy wilful rage has tir'd my ſuffering heart, 
And Paſſion, Reaſon forc'd thee to depart. 


But wherefore doſt thou linger on thy way? 
Why vainly ſearch for ſome pretence to ſtay, 
When crouds of vaſſals court thy pleaſing yoke, 
And countlefs victims bow beneath the ſtroke? 
Lo! round thy ſhrine a thouſand youths advance, 
Warm with the gentle ardours of Romance; 
Each longs t' aſſert thy cauſe with feats of arms, 
And make the world confeſs Dulcinea's charms. 
Ten thouſand girls, with flow'ry chaplets crownad, 
To groves and ftreams thy tender ttiumph ſound ; 
Each bids the ſtream in murmurs ſpeak her flame, 
Each calls the grove to ſigh her ſhepherd's name. 
But if thy pride ſuch eaſy honour ſcorn, 

If nobler trophies muſt thy toil adorn, 

Pehold you flow'ry antiquated maid, 

Bright in the bloom of threeſcore years diſplay'd; 
Her thou ſhalt hind in thy delightful chains. 

And thrill with gentler pangs her wither'd veins, 
Her froſty cheek with crimſon bluſhes dye, 
With dreams of rapture melt her maudlin eye. 
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Turn then thy labours to the ſervile croud, 
Entice the wary, and controul the proud; 
Make the ſad Miſer his beſt gains forego, 
The ſolemn Stateſman ſigh to be a beau. 
The bold Coquette with fondeſt paſſion burn, 
| The Bacchanalian o'er his bottle mourn : 

1 And that chief glory of thy pow'r maintain, 
«© To poize Ambition in a female brain.“ 

q Be theſe thy triumphs, but no more preſume 
That my rebellious heart will yield thee room. 

T know thy puny force, thy ſimple wiles ; 

j J break triumphant thro? thy flimſey toils; 

3 I ſee thy dying lamp's laſt languid glow, - 

Thy arrows blunted, and unbrac'd thy bow. 

J feel diviner fires my breaſt inflame, 

To active Science, and ingenuous Fame: 

Reſume the paths my earlieſt choice began, 

And loſe, with pride, the Lover in the Man. 


ODE TO VENUS, ON OPENING THE PANTHEON, 


BY A rn LADY OF FASHION. 


[ mitated from Horace. ] 


BRIGHT Venus, Covent-Garden's queen, 


 Forlake awhile each hackney'd ſcene, 
For 
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For ſometbing new and rare; 
And, quitting Luſt's confin'd abode, 
Bid Thomas drive to Oxford Road, 
And ſeek a purer air. 


From Nelſon's, Hayes's and Soho, 
And Frere's * politer bagnio, 

To yon gay 'Temple rove ; 
There laviſh all your winning arts, 
To catch our purſes, or our hearts, 

And give a looſe to Love. 


Libations, lo! to thee are made, 

Of capillaire and lemonade, 
And juice of cooling tea ; 

Whole hecatombs of biſcuits riſe, 

Beaux, bawds, and biſhops, mingle fi ghs, 
70 ſacrifice to thee. 


Bright Goddeſs 1 and with thee take 


The modiſh Macaroni Rake, 
Who Faſhion's law reveres ; 

Array'd, as her caprice decrees, 

In coat a yard above his knees, 
And curls above his ears. 


* The Coterie. 
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Soft ſoother of the bed of Care, 
Let wanton Coxe attend thee there, 
For Diſſipation made; 
Her manners open, free, and kind, 
Her heaving boſom unconfin'd, 
By whalebone or brocade. 


Lead Vigour, luſty child of Health, 
More coveted than birth or wealth, 
By all who wiſh to pleaſe; | 
Withott whoſe ſalutary WR" | | 
The rapture-feigning Fop's embrace, 
Is but a pow'r to teige. | 


THE FOLLOWING EPIGRAM, WAS WRITTEN 5 * 
G. A. SELWYN, ESQ, ON FINDING, A PAIR or 
SHOES ON THE BED OF ONE OF THE FEMALE 
MEMBERS OF THE COTERLE, 


W E LL may Suſpicion ſhake its head, 
Well may Clarinda's ſpouſe be jealous, 
When the dear wanton takes to bed 

Her very ſhoe— becauſe they're fellows, 


ON 


0 259 J 


ON A LATE MARRIAGE, 


FR OM flaviſh, mean dependance rais'd 
Buy man's capricious love; | 
With richeſt ſilks, and ruffles grac'd, 
Now view Dorinda move. 


The home-ſpun ſtuffs ſhe us'd to wear, 
And us'd to patch and mend, 
Are now unworthy of her care, 

She's got a better friend. 


Time was ſhe earn'd her daily bread, 

And walk'd the ſtreets in pattens, 

But now the dreſſes up her head, 
And ſtruts abroad in ſattins. 


A CATCH, 
TO A COMPANY OF BAN FIDDLE-SCRAPERS, 
% To the Tune of Water farted from the Seu.“ 
May ye never play in tune, 
In the morning, night, or noon : 


May you ne'er at noon or night, 
Know the wrong end from the right. 
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May the ſtrings be ever breaking, - 


Pegs', I charge ye, ne'er unſcrew; 
May your heads be always aching, 
Till the fiddle's broke in two. 


MR. HEDGES TO SIR HANS SLOANE. 


— 


SINC E you, dear Doctor, ſav'd my life, . 


By turns to bleſs and curſe my wife; 

In conſcience Pm obliged to do, 

What your commands enjoin'd me to: 
According then to your command, 

That I ſhould ſearch the Weſtern land, 
And ſend you all that I can find f 
Of curious things of every kind | 
I've ravag'd air, earth, ſea and caverns, 
Wine, women, children, tombs and taverns ; 
And greater rarities can. ſhew 

Than Greſham's children ever knew; 
Which carrier Dick ſhall bring you down, 
Next time the waggon comes to town. 


Firſt, T have drops of the ſame ſhower, 
Which Jove in Danae's lap did pour; 
From Carthage brought, the ſword I'Il ſend, 
That help'd Queen Dido to her end: 


The 
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The ſnake ſkin, which, you may betieve, 
The ſerpent caſt who tempted Eve: e: * 
A fig- leaf apron, tis the ſame | Wl 
Which Adam wore to hide his ſhame ;. 
But now wants darning : Sir, beſide, 

'The jaw by which poor Abel died ; 
A whetſtone worn exceeding ſmall, 

Which Time has whet his teeth withal. 

The pigeon tuft, which Noah ſent, 

To tell which way the water went— 

A ring I've got of Samſon's hair, 

The ſame which Delilah did wear. 

| St. Dunſtan's tongs, as ſtory goes, 

That pinch'd the Devil by the noſe. 

The very ſhaft, as all may ſee, - 

Which Cupid ſhot at Anthony: 

And what beyond them all T prize, 

A glance of Cleopatra's eyes. 

Some ſtrains of eloquence which hung, 

In Roman times, on Tully's tongue; 

Which long conceal'd and loſt had lain, 

Till Cowper found them out again! 

Then I ve (moſt curious to he ſeen) 4 

A ſcorpion's bite to cure the ſpleen. 

As More cures worms in ſtomach bred, 

I've pills cure maggots in the head: 5 

Wich the receipt how you may make em, 
Jo you ] leave the time to take em. 
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I've got a· ray of Phoebus? ſhine, 
Found in the bottom of a mine; 
A Lawyer's conſcience, large and clear, 
Fit for a Judge himſelf to wear. 
I've choice of noſtrums, how to make 
An oath which Churchmen will not take. 
In a thumb vial you ſhall ſee, 

f Cloſe ſtopt, fome drops of 8 98 

; Which, after ſearching kingdoms round, 

i At laſt was in a cottage found. | 
I han't collected any care, | 
Of that there's plenty every- where: 
But, after wond'rous labour ſpent, 4 

I've got three grains of rich content! 65 

It is my wiſh, it is my glory. 
To furniſh your nicknackatoryß: | 
I only beg that when you ſhew e'em, -  - | 
You'll fairly tell to whom you owe em; 
Which will your future patients teach 
To do, as has done yours, 5 


. He 


_ THE WALDEN HUNT. 
L E T .du!l politicians eternally prate, 
- And leave their own dane for that of the State, 
N | | For 
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For bold Britiſh Liberty tread on the laws, 
And think the worſt men may ſupport the beſt caufe x 
Let them ſwell high to Freedom the generous ſong, 
And be madmen themſelves, when a Miniſter's wrong; 
Trutt their lives and their fortunes to bankrup!s alone; 


And prove themſelves loyal, by blaming the Throne; 


That our foolith diſſenſions may happily ceaſe, 

Let them hourly attempt a new ſtab at our peace, 
And rail'at all others as villains or ſlaves, 

Who doubt once the virtue of beggars and knaves 
But engag'd by the manly delights of the chace, 
Where health and where pleaſure hold equally pace, 
The Walden keen ſportſmen ſhall ſwell op my ſtrain, 
As they follow the lightning-ſwift ſtag o'er the plain, 
With rapture's own muſic awake the fweet morn, 
And kindle freſh j Joys at the ſound oF the horn. | 


" Friday ö the third, leasing ſea- 90 þ ail PO 
For Walden we flew to the Roſe and Crown Inn; 
From whence, the next morning, to Gardener's “ we 
rode, | 
And reach'd, in high ſpirits, his welcome abode ; 5 


Where the well- OY Ia half von 1 Rake 


friend, 
Who loves what we love, and ne'er - minds what we 


| ſpend; 


1 The Crown at Cheſterford. 
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With a chearful hart forward receiv*dthe whole party, 
And {wore out his pleaſure to find us all hearty. 


The hounds, in the morning, led on by Will Deane, 
And the hunt ſmartly dreſs'd in their general green, 


We threw. a; ev*ry day, without puppy or lac'd coat, 


ITho' Gard'ner frown'd hard at our collar and wailt- 
coat. 


| Throughout t the whole chace Phobus lid on our 


way, 
And each ſtag gave us 0 but gave e IRR play; - 
High rearing his antlers, and ſcorning to yield, 


He ſhot thro? the thicket, or ſcour'd o'er the feld; 3 
But i in vain did he Iabour to leave us behind, 
The hounds and the hunters kept pace with the wind. 


The good-natar'd M- iſh tho” willing to ſpare, 
Now pierc'd with his ſhouts thro? the echoing air; 
And, quite a keen ſportſman, no longer drew back, 
But boldly rode up at the head of the pack. 

The two jolly brothers, Sir James and young L—g, 
Preſs'd eagerly forward to lead the whole throng ; _ 
With a gen'rous ambition iuflam'd at the ſight, 
But Ki—c-te, who madden'd thro? actual delight, 


Puſh'd Blower ſo hard that he panted for brcath, 


'Tho? a horſe who is chiefly firſt in at the death. 


The Major, with L—ge, and Sir Ferdinand then, 


Spurr'd on, and behav'd themſelves nobly like men; 
While both the EIA ned ſmarter and 
ſmarter, 


And W-Ik- ſon did almoſt wonders with Tartar ; 


* 


CS 4 
To keep with the foremoſt ſeem'd L——ke' 5 warm 
view, | | 
And L—ler the Feather amazingly flew ; 
But the poor Cheſnut gelding ran ſoon to a ſtop, 
And Death, that grim phony 1d] thro? envy lei d 
Crop *; 
Here alſo mould I — bock with credit be nam'd, 
Tho' his horſe was ſo quick, and ſo curſedly lam'd ; 5 
And timber-to'd Billy + too merits a line, 
Tho? he twice ſpill'd bis maſter, and fell with poor 
Vene; 
But Th-nt-n the chubby was very much miſs'd, 
For the fellow's a favourite quite with our liſt; 
' And all wiſn'd for Oliver's ſpirit and ſong, | 
With whom time ſtill lengthens, yet never ſeems long; 
Nor could we but ſome glaring anger betray, 
At the abſence of N—ve and his titopping grey ; 
Yet chiefly a Nymph ſ let us gratefully praiſe, 
Who grac'd the gay concourſe of one of our days; 
Like another Diana, the Woodland's fair Queen, 
Purſu'd the ſtout ſtag with the brothers in green; 
At hedge-row, or river, ne*er trembling ſtood, 
But clear'd the high brake, or plung*d deep in the flood ; : 
"That the charmer was Cynthia at firſt we beliey'd, 
But we look'd at her eyes, and were ſoon undeceiy'd ; 


* Mr, L——kgs horſe. + Mr. V's horſe, 
1 4 Lady who rode the whole day with the hunt. 
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The ripe roſy lip, that provok'd the long kiſs, 


And Friendſhip diſdains to know Party or Pride 3— 
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The keen killing glance was all. paſſion and fire, 
And promis'd to bleſs, while it rais'd up deſire; 


Prepar'd to return, what was paid it, in bliſs, 
And the warm fleth and blood of the form all diſplay'd 
The kind hearted girl, not the ſurly old maid.— 
Each day, having pull'd the. Rag joyouſly. down, 
To Ruffee's we return, at the Roſe and the Crown, 
Where M tiſh politeneſs, and laughter preſide, 


Then while honeſt Partridge took charge of ira 
Our toaſts were all.guided by. humour and ſenſe ; 

In Pope” 3 happy thought, on the bottle and bowl 7 
Sat the true feaſt of reaſon, and the true flow. of ſoul ; 
And the glaſs, as it ſhould do, went cheerfully round, 
To heighten our pleaſure, and not to confound— 


All ſatisfied here, the delights of the field, _ 


To other: enjoyments, in courſe, were to yield Ee 
A change the molt wiſe that our ſages can find, 


Both a pleaſant and timely relief to the mind +. | 


We therefore return'd, when we wiſh'd it, to town, 
In juſt the ſame humour as when we went down ; 
Determin'd, ſince life but few pleaſures can give, 


To ſeize: all in turn, and to /ive awhile we live. 
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HOR. LIB, I, ODE 38, IMITATED. 


FARES Bn Se. 


D E A R tioned to odifelb my mind, 
I never yet could bear, 

To ſee the lovely maid I priz'd 

By ev'ry greaſy prig diſguis' d. 
With powder and falſe hair. 


Be cleanlineſs thy morning care, 
Nor covet Art's attire, © © 
In native elegance compleat, ' 
You look as fair, and kiſs as ſweet, 
As Love and I defire, 


4. 
$3» 


Ta ER ON, among his a found 


A broken ſtatue on the ground, 
And ſearching onward as he went, 
He trac'd a ruin'd' monument. 


I 
24 


Mould, moſs, and ſhades had overgrown © 


The ſculpture of the mould'ring ſtone, 
Vet, ere he paſs'd, with much ado, | 
He gueſs'd, and ſpelt out Scipio. 


Enough ! 


Fs: © 
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Enough! he cried ; II tides no more 

In turning the dull ſages o'er, 7 
Let Pedants waſte their hours of eaſe, 
To pore all night o'er Socrates ;. 
And feed their boys with notes and rules, 
Thoſe tedious recipes of ſchools ; 

To cure Ambition, T:can learn | 

With greater eaſe, the great concern 
Of mortals, how'we may deſpiſe 

All the gay things below the ſkies, 


Methinks, a mould'ring pyramid - /' 
Says all that the old Sages ſaid vn 
For me, theſe ſhattered tombs contain 
More mortals than the Vatican; 
The duſt of heroes, caſt abroad, | 
And kick'd and trampl'd on the road, : 
The relicts of a lofty mind, 2 


That lately wars and crowns deſign'd, 
Toſt fer a jeſt, from wind to wild. 
| Bids me be humble, and forbear, 
Dull monuments of Fame to rear, | { 
>} 


They are but caſtles i att the Barge 1," 
Fhe tow'ring height, and frightful falls, 
The ruin'd heaps and funerals, . 
Of ſmoaking kingdoms, and their Kings, 
Tell me a thouſand mournful things 
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In melancholy filence—He, 
That living, could not bear to ſee 
An equal, now lies torn and dead; 


Here his pale trunk, and there his head. 


Great Pompey, while I meditate, 
With ſolemn horror thy ſad fate, 
Thy carcaſe ſcatter'd on the ſhore, 
Without a name! inſtructs me more 
Than my whole _ before ! 


Lie ftill, my Plutarch, then, dl ſleep; 


And, my good Seneca, may keep 
Your volumes cloſs'd for ever too, 
I have no farther uſe for you ; 
For when I feel my virtue fail, 


And my ambitious thoughts prevail, 


F1l take a turn among the tombs, 
And ſee whereto all glory comes! 
There the vile foot of ev'ry ſlave 
Inſults a Charles, or a Guſtave ! 
Beggars with awful aſhes ſport, 
And tread the Cæſars in the dirt. 


A PARODY 


A PARODY. 
EY FRANCIS LORD VERULAM, 


T HE world's a bubble, and the life of man, 
leſs than a ſpan; 
| Ty his conceptions wretched, from the womb, 
0 ſo to the tomb: 
Curs'd from the cradle, and brought up to years 
with cares and fears, 
Who then to frail acetic ſhall truſt, 
But limns the water, or but writes in duft. 
Yet ſince with forrow here we live oppreſt, 
What life is beſt ? 
Courts are but only ſuperficial ſchools, 
255 to dandle fools: 
The 288 parts are turn'd into a den 
of ſavage men. 
And where? s a City from all vice ſo free, 
But may be term'd the work of all the three? 
Domeſtic cares ln the huſband's bed, 
Or paias his head: 
Thoſe who live FOR” take it for a curle, 
or do things worſe, 
Some would have en thoſe that have them, none, 
| or with them gone. 
What is it then to have, or have no wife, 
But fingle thraldom, or a double ſtrife! 


L f 
Our own affections ſtill at home to pleaſe, 
: | Is a diſeaſe ; 
To croſs the ſea to any foreign ſoil, 
= es perils and toil ; 
Wars with their noiſe affright us; when they ceaſe 
= Were worſe in Peace. 
What then remains, but that we ſtill ſhould cry, 
Not to be born, or, being born, to die. 


HOR. BOOK I. ODE XXIII. 


Vitas hinnuleo me ſimilis, Chloe, 
Quærenti, &c. | 


W HY, (Chloe, like the tender fawn, 
That trembling ſcuds acroſs the lawn, 
To ſeek its anxious doe; 
That ſtarts and pricks its little ears, 
And raiſes all a mother's fears) 
Doſt thou thus coyneſs ſhow ? 
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Why fly me with ſuch furious haſte, 
As if on Lybia's burning waſte © 
Thou'dſt met a tyger wan ? 
, . Full big art thou to hang about, 
. | And play with Mamma's petticoat, 
Whoſe charms are ripe for man, 
: N 2 EE THE 


1 ve 
THE CAUSE OF INCONSTAXCY., 


How have 1 heard the Fair lament 
Man's falſhood, and their wretched fate ! 
How few are with their ſpoule content, 
Or conſtant to their ſighing mate! 


How ſeldom ſouls below are join'd, 
For one another form'd above! 

How ſeldom pairs of hearts we find, 
By Heaven ordain'd for mutual love! 


Thus man's inconſtant ſoul we blame, 
For want of knowledge, or of thought, 
When all the while, 'tis in the frame 

Of both their bodies lies the fault. 


When Jove had made this little ball, 
For four-legg*d beaſts, and creeping things, 
At length he form'd, to govern all, | 
A two-legg*d creature without wings. 


Millions of theſe he made at once, 

To ſave himſelf all further trouble, 
And men and women, for the nonce, 
By pairs, like tallies, he made double, 


: 20S 7 

Then from Olympus? dreadful top, 
Well ſhaken in a bag together, 
He toſs'd them down, and let them drop, 

Juſt as it pleas'd the wind and weather. 
Some fell in Aſia, ſome in Greece, 

In England ſome, and ſome in Spain; 
But ſeldom two of the ſame piece, 

In the ſame climate met again. 


Hence men, who grown to riper years, 

Rememb'ring this their former making, 

Hunt up and down to find their peers, 
And women too, in the: ſame taking. 


Some prove too ſhort, and ſome too tall, 
This is too big, and that too little, 
A fault they're ſure to find in all, 
Few ever tally to a tittle. 


By chance a pair may meet and love, 
And fpend their lives in bliſs together; 
But when they tumbled from above, 
It muſt be mighty temperate weather. 


From hence the murmuring fair may ſee, 
Men's hearts are not to blame a-bit, 
Our ſouls would never diſagree, 
If once our bodies did but fit, 
DS. - | AN 
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AN ODE, 


WRITTEN A FEW DAYS BEFORE THE LONG COL- 


LEGE-VOCATION, 1703. 


BY MR. HARTIS. 


COME, thou laughter-loving power, 
Goddeſs of the feſtive hour, ü 
Blue-ey'd Mirth, and bring along 
Gameſome ſport, and jocund ſong ; 
Wit with native humour warm, 
Converſation's lively charm, 

And yet more, to ope the ſoul, 
Bring, O bring the jovial bowl. 
Let us lift the gladſome ſhout, 

Let us wake the midnight rout, 
Briſkly let us all advance 

In the fprightly-woven dance! 
Every deed on every fide, 

Let the ſoul of rapture guide. 

Care begone ! and grief adieu! 
What have ye with joy to do? 

And thou too, that lov' to dwell 
Muſing in the penſive cell, 
Heavenly queen of piercing eye, 
Farewell ſweet Philoſophy ! 


What 


L 


What if thou with hermit-look, 
From Retirement's fartheſt nook, 
Mark'ſt the world in buſtling ſhow, 


Struggling o'er the waves of woe ; 


By the wind of black deſpair,” 
Daſh'd away from care to care, 
Whilft thou, calm on Safety's ſhore, 
Doſt but hear the tempeſt roar, 
What if thou the flow'ry pride, 

Of the meadow's velvet fide, 

To the proudly-arching bower, 
And the glittering court of power, 
Can'ſt prefer; we envy not, 

Holy Seer, thy ſimple lot. 15 
Siſters twin are Youth and Pleaſure, 


Mean't t'enjoy the ſweets of leiſure, | 


Made for every blithſome ſport, 


Purpoſe mild, and gay reſort, » , 


Age was form'd for meditation, 

Not the toys of recreation, 

With the ſmiles of Wiſdom Grange: 

And the glow of ſolemn thought ; 

Such is Age, Philoſophy, 

Such the mind that ſuits with thee. 

But now joys of different kind, 

Wing the with, and fire the mind; 
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Tumbling rills that warbling flow, 
Yellow meads with gold that glow, 
Wandering walks, and rural eaſe, 
Such alone have power to pleaſe. 
Or perchance the lucid ſcene, 
Where the rays of Beauty's mien, 
Kindling every fond deſire, 

Set the ſoul of Love on fire : 

Or the loudly-echoing horn, 

As it cheers the lumbering Morn, 


Waking Nature, haply may 


Lure us to the chace away. 


Farewel then, thou willow'd ſtream, 
Glittering bright with Wiſdom's beam, 
Silver Cam ! whoſe bowers among, 
Inſpiration leads her throng, ; 
Clio breathes celeſtial fire, 

Muſic hangs her dulcet lyre, 

Yet farewel!—to brighter joys, 

Pleaſure lifts our wandering eyes, 

With her own reſiſtleſs ſmile, 

She ſhall ſmooth each care awhile; 

Yes, ſhe, fair Queen, ſhall all the mind poſſe ſs, 
With gladneſs fire it, and with rapture bleſs. 
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IAN  EPITAPH 


IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD IN KENT. 


BY MR. GRAY, 


(AUTHOR OF THE ELEGY IN A COUNTRY 


CHURCH-YARD) 


[Not printed in Johnſon's Edition of the En gliſh Poets] 


Lo! where this ſilent marble weeps, 


A friend, a wife, a mother ſleeps, 

A heart, within whoſe ſacred cell 

The peaceful virtues lov'd to dwell: 
Affection warm, and faith ſincere, 

Aud ſoft humanity were there. 

In agony, in death reſign'd, 

She felt the wound ſhe left behind: 
Her infant image here below, 

Sits ſmiling on a father's woe: 

Whom what awaits, while thus he ſtrays 
Along the lonely vale of days ? | 
A pang, to ſecret Sorrow dear, 

A ſigh, an unavailing tear, 

Till Time ſhall every grief remove, 
With life, with memory, and with love. 


DIALOGUE 
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN CUPID AND HYMEN, 
BY SIR JOHN VANBRUGH. 
CUPID, 


+ HOU banetomy empire, thou ſpring of conteſt, 
Thou ſource of all diſcord, thou foe to my reſt, 
Pray tell me what wretches in bondage can ſee, 
That the aim of their life is directed to thee ? 


HYMEN, 


Then tell me, thou little impertinent God, 
Why the ſlaves of thy power, fo afraid of thy nod, 
Grow ſond of a change, to whatever it be, 
And I'll tell thee, why thoſe would be bound who 
are free, 


CUPID, 


Were Love the reward of a pains-taking life, 
Had a ſpouſe the addreſs to be fond of his wife, 
Was Virtue ſo plenty, that a wife could afford, 
In theſe very bad times, to be true to her Lord; 
Some ſpecious account might be given of all thoſe, 
Who are tied by the tail to be led by the noſe, 


But 


1 


But fince tis the fate of the wedded for life, 
(Excepted a few) to love conteſt and ſtrife, 
think it were much wiſer to ramble at large, 
And the vollies of Love on the herd to diſcharge. 


HYMEN. 


Was I but a Monarch fo cruelly juſt, 
To oblige a poor ſpouſe to be true to his truſt, 
Some colour of reaſon thy dictates might bear, 
Tf a man had no more than a wife to his ſhare; 
But I never pretended, for many years paſt, 
By wedding young people to make 'em more chaſte ; ; 
I therefore adviſe thee to let me go on, 
Thou'lt find I'm the firength and ack of thy 
throne ; 
For had'ſt thou but eyes, thou weak] ſt quickly per- 
ceive it, 
How ſmoothly thy dart 
Slips into the heart 
Of a woman that's wed, 
While the timorous maid 
Of thy arrow afraid, 
Flies the amorous bed, 
While trembling, tho! wiſhing, ſhe dares not receive it. 
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All but myſelf, whom luckleſs Fate 
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ON CELIA's SICKNESS, 


BY ISAAC HAWKINS BROWNE, ESQ. 


[Not in the Volume of his Poems. ] 


C R UEL diſeaſe, thus to invade 

The ſhrine for Love and Graces made; 

Can ſhe to ſickneſs be a prey, 
Whoſe charms made all the world look gay; 


Ordains the victim of her hate: 

T, wretched I! muſt hourly mourn 
The rigour of relentleſs ſcorn. 

Yet Celia's illneſs wounds me more 
Than her ſevere difdain before : 
And, cruel ! tho? ſhe flights my pain, 5 
Deaf as the winds when J complain, 
Yet urg'd by generous paſſions ſtill. 
Whate'er ſhe ſuffers J muſt feel. 
What tho? I cannot hope to ſhare 
'The tender joys of life with her, 
This privilege ſhe can't refuſe, 

To be partaker in her woes. 

But muſtT then unpitied burn, 
And never hope a kind return? 
Obdurate in your firit intent, 

Can nothing teach you to relent ? 
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Oh! could the ills which you ſuſtain, 
Make you compaſſionate my pain! 
But yours are of a different kind, 
Affect the body, not the mind. 
Yours only reach the outward part, 
Mine plant a dagger in my heart. 


UPON READING THE LIFE OF THz JESULPT 
5 PRE BER 
. ; 


BY CAPTAIN THOMPSON. 


* 


PRE B E R's great ſoul diſdain'd what Fortune ſent, 
| Amidft his foes impriſon'd found content. 

Superior Virtue, happy in its ends, 

Oft from our foes creates our belt of friends: 

No ſe& or nation, native light the ſame, 

E'er gave to Vice fair Virtue's hallow'd name. 

See with diſdain exulting Vice abroad ! 

See at her heels flow Juſtice with a rod ! 

Diff*rent with Virtue, modeſt maid, whoſe tears 
Precede the many thouſand friends the rears. 

Preber immur'd with Preber's dauntleſs breaſt, 

I'd rather chuſe than Perſia's purple veſt, 
Beneath whoſe gaudy folds the coward heart 
Oft dreads, and juſtly, the domeſtic dart, 
Princes, 
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Princes, whom love of ſway, not Juſtice lure, 

Whom Flatt'rers poiſon, but whom Patriots cure; 

Look to the Eaſt, fee arbitrary ſway, 

Thro' one dread tenor keep its ruthleſs way! 
Nor Art or Science bleſs the rolling years, 

O'er hills of ſorrow, and through vales of tears; 

The famiſh'd hind, ſlow plodding on his way, 

Scarce reaps in part the labours of the day: 

In vain indulgent Nature ſpreads her ſtore, 

While ev'ry petty tyrant robs the poor; 

While gold, not Juſtice, gives the ſaving pow'r, 

While Vice itſelf's inſur'd not for an hour. 

Where Science ſhone, now hoots the lonely owl, 

Foxes obſcure, and hungry lions proul ; 
Aſia's fair cities now in ruins laid, 

And once her gardens, lonely deſerts made; 

All that was great or good, inverted ſtand, 

Now blood, and Prieſts, and Ignorance keep the land. 

England's inſtructed Monarch, learn from hence, 

Your greateſt glory, and your beſt defence, 

Conſiſt in giving Liberty and Law: 

Nor by ignoble Fear attempt to awe 

Spirits who ſcorn to wear the galling chain 

Our neighbours wear--impoveriſh'd France and Spain! 
What ſanguine floods for Liberty have run! 

When Brutus ſtruck—-then Cæſar was undone. 


HO R. 
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HOR. LIB- 1, ODE XX11, IMITATED. 
BY MISS ELIZABETH CARTER. 
[Not in her Poems. 


Integer vitæ, &c. 


A Virtuous man, whoſe acts and thoughts are pure, 
Without the help of weapons is ſecure, 
Without or quiver, or impoiſon'd ſpear, 

His ſtedfaſt ſoul forgets the ſenſe of fear. 
Whether thro? Lybia's burning ſands he goes, 
Or Caucaſe horrid with perpetual ſnows; 
Surveys thoſe regions where Hydaſpes ſtrays, 
Or toſt by tempeſts ia the raging ſeas, ; 

Safe in his own intrinſic worth remains, 

And, arm'd with that, each obſtacle diſdains ; 
Tolls, dangers, dificulties all defied, 

His paſſport Virtue, Providence his guide, 


If plac'd by Fate beneath the torid zone, 
Scorch'd by the fury of too near a Sun ; 

Or ſent where never Phoebus? cheerful ray, 

Glad the dark climate with one glimpſe of day ; 
Where no gay verdure decks th' unfruitful ground, 
But Winter ſpreads its empire all around: 


Amzaſt 
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Amidſt the terrors of that diſmal ſcene, 
His mind preſerves a ſettled calm within, 
To him the gloomy waſte ſhall ſeem to ſmile, 
And conſcious Virtue ev'ry care beguile. 
Virtue alike its tenor can maintain, 
In ſplendid courts, or on a barren plain. 


Difugere Nives, redeunt jam Gramina Campis, Oc. 
HOR, L. IV. ODE vii. A TRANSLATION. 
BT THE SAME. 

[Not in her Poems.] 


N OW Nature quickens with the vernal breeze, 
Again their leafy honours deck the trees. 

The ſmiling Earth renews her blooming pride, 
And leſſ'ning ſtreams within their channels glide, 
The Nvmphs and Graces on the plains advance, 
And in gay circles lead the ſprightly dance. 

The various changes of the ſeaſons ſhow, 

That nought immortal muſt be hop'd below: 
The ſwift-wing'd hours this ſerious truth convey, 
' Whoſe rapid motion hurries on the day, _ 

The flow'ry Spring bids bluſt'ring tempeſts ceaſe, 
To Summer's reign the flow'ry Spring gives place; 
That too muſt fly when Autumn yields her ſtore, 
And Winter next reſume its gloomy pow'r, 


Yet 
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Yet as the Moon renews her ſilver horn, 

Each dormant ſeaſon ſhall to life return. 

But we, when deſtin'd to that darkſome place, 
From which nor Tullus' wealth, nor Ancus' race, 
Nor e'en Æneas' piety could free, 
Are nought but fleeting air, and lifeleſs clay. 
Who knows if Heav'n will add to-morrow's Sun, 
To crown thoſe minutes we've already run ? 
Then each delight to ſooth thy mind prepare; 
What's ſpent in this, ſhall *ſcape a greedy heir. 
When Fate has once conſign'd thee to the tomb, 
And the ſtern Judge pronounc'd thy final doom, 
Nor Wit, Deſcent, nor Piety can aid, 

To reſcue thee from Death's eternal ſhade. 

For neither can the Goddeſs of the Wood, 

Free her chaſte favourite from the Stygian blood ; 
Nor Theſus (all his valiant efforts vain) 

Releaſe Pirithous from th' infernal chain. 


o 


A RIDDLE. BY THE SAME. 
[Not in her Poems. 


NOR ſorm, nor ſubſtance in my being ſhare, 
I'm neither fire, nor water, earth, nor air; 
From motion's force alone my birth derive ; 
I ne*er can die, for never was alive: 
| And 
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And yet with ſuch extenſive empire reign, 

That very few eſcape my magic chain. 

Nor time, nor place, my wild excurſions bound; 
J break all order, Nature's laws confound : 

Raiſe ſchemes without contrivance or defign, 
And make apparent contradictions join; 
Transfer the Thames where Ganges waters roll, 
Unite th' Equator to the frozen pole; 

Mid'ſt Zembla's ice bid bluſhing rubies glow, 
And Britiſh harveſts bloom in Scythian ſnow ; 
Cauſe trembling flocks to ſkim the raging main, 
And fcaly fiſhes graze the verdant plains 
Make light deſcend, and heavy bodies riſe, 

Stars fink to earth, and earth aſcend to ſkies, 

If Nature lie deform'd in Wint'ry froſt, 5 

And all the beauties of the Spring be loſt, N 
Rais'd by my pow'r, new verdure decks the ground, 
And ſmiling flow'rs diffuſe their ſweets around, 
The ſleeping dead I ſummon from the tomb, 
And oft anticipate the living's doom ;. 

Convey offenders to the fatal tree, 

When law or ſtratagem have ſet them free. 
Aw'd by no checks my roving flights can ſoar 
Beyond Imagination's active pow'r. 

1 view each country of the ſpacious earth, 
Nay, viſit realms that never yet had birth ; 
Can trace the pathleſs regions of the air, 

And fly, with eaſe, heyond the ftarry ſphere. 


So 


E Þ- 
8o ſwift my operations, in an hour 

I can deſtroy a town, or build a tow'r ; 

Play tricks would puzzle all the ſearch of Wit, 

Aud ſhew whole volumes that were never writ. 

In ſure records my myſtic pow'rs confeſt, 

Who rack'd with cares a haughty tyrant's breaſt ; 

.Charg'd in prophetic emblems to relate 

Approaching wrath, and his peculiar fate. 

Oft to the good by Heaven in Mercy ſent, 

I've arm'd their thoughts againſt ſome dire event ; 

As oft in chains preſumptuous villains bind, 

And haunt with reſtleſs fears the guilty mind. 


* 


Nullum Numen hates „ fit Prudentia, ſed te 
Nos facimus, Fortuna, Deam, Celoque locamus, 
2 JUV. 


BY THE SAME. 


[Not 1n her | Poems. 0 


WHATE'ER we think on't, Fortune's but a toy, 
Which cheats the ſoul with empty ſhows of joy; | 0 
A meer ideal creature of the brain, N 
That reigns the idol of the mad and vain; | 
Deludes their ſenſes with a fair diſguiſe, 

And ſets an airy bliſs before their eyes. 


But 
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But when they hope to graſp the glitt'ring prey, 
T' inſtable phantom vaniſhes away. 


So vap'ry fires miſlead unwary ſwains, 
Who rove benighted o'er the dewy plains. 
Drawn by the faithleſs meteor's glimm'ring ray, 
Thro' devious paths, and lonely wilds they tray ! 


Too late convinc'd, their ſad miſtake deplore, 


And find their home more diſtant than before. 


Could mortals learn to limit their deſires, 


Little ſupplies what Nature's want requires; 


Content affords an inexhauſted ſtore, 
And void of that a Monarch's wealth is poor. 


Grant but ten thouſand pounds, Plilaurus cries, 
That happy ſum would all my wants ſuffice. © 
Aſſenting pow'rs the golden blefling grant, 
But with his wealth his wiſhes too augment, 

With anxious care he pines amidft his ſtore, 
And ſtarves himſelf to get ten thouſand more, 


Ambition's charms Philotimus inſpire, 
A Treas'rer's ſtaff the pitch of his deſire: 
The ſtaff he gains, yet murmurs at his fate, 
And longs to ſhine firſt Miniſter of State. 


A coach and four employ'd Coſmelia's cares, 
For this ſhe hourly worried Heav'n with pray'rs, 
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Did this, when gain'd, her reſtieſs tem per fix ? 
No, ſhe ſtill prays For what? — A coach and fix, 


Thus when thro' Fortune's airy rounds we ſtray, 
Our footſteps rove from Nature's certain way; 
Thro' endleſs labyrinth of Error run, 

And by the fond deluſion are undone; 

Still vainly reaching at 3 tranſient bliſs, 

Purſue the ſhadow, and the ſubſtance miſs: 

Till after all our wand'ring ſchemes, we find 

That true content U\vells only in the mind. 
Thoſe joys on no external aid depend, 
But in ourſelves begin, and there muſt end. 
From Virtue only thoſe delights muſt flow, 
Which neither wealth nor titles can beſtow. 

A ſou), which uncorrupted Reaſon ſways, 
With calm indiff*rence Fortune's gifts ſurveys. 
If Providence an affluent ftore denies, _ 

Its own intrinſic worth that want ſupplies ; 
Diſdains by vicious actions to acquire | 
That glitt'ring trifle vulgar minds admire, 
With eaſe to Heav'n's ſuperior will reſigns, 
Nor meanly at another's wealth repines. 
Firmly adheres to Virtue's ſteady rules, 
And ſcorns the fickle deity of fools. 


1 90 7 


IN DIEM NATALEM. 


Ex Alog afyupeoy9a, x% us Ale Myers, Mucas. 
| THEOC, 


m— Fivend! redte qui prorogat Horam 
Ruſticus expettat dum defluat Ammis ; at ille 
Labitur, & labetur in omne wolabilis AFivum. HORAT. 


[This is in her Works, but much altered.) 


'T HOU power ſupreme, by : oſe command I live, 
The grateful tribute of my praiſe receive, 
To thy indulgence I my being owe, | 
And all the joys which from that being flow. 
Scarce ejghteen ſuns have form'd the rolling year, 
And run their deſtind'd courſes round this ſphere, 
Since thou my undHſtinguiſh'd frame ſurvey'd, _ 
Among the lifeleſs heaps of matter-laid. 
Thy {kill my elemental clay refin'd, | 
The ſtraggling parts in beauteous order; join'd, 
With perfect ſymmetry compos'd the whole, 
And ſtampt thy ſacred image on my ſoul; 
A ſoul ſuſceptible of endleſs joy, 
Whoſe frame nor force nor time can e'er deſtroy, 
But ſhall ſubſiſt when Nature claims my breath, 
And bid defiance to the pow'r of death; | 
To realms of bliſs with active Freedom ſoar, 
And live when earth and ſkies ſhall be no more. 

| Indulgent 


x 
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Indulgent God! in vain my tongue eſſays, 
For this immortal gift, to ſpeak thy praiſe, 
How ſhall my heart its grateful ſenſe reveal, 

Where all the energy of words muſt fail? 
O may its influence in my life appear, 
And every action prove my thanks ſincere! 


Grant me, great God, a heart to thee inclin'd 
Increaſe my faith, and rectify my mind. | 
Teach me betimes to tread thy ſacred ways, 
And to thy ſervice conſecrate my days, 
Still as thro? Life's uncertain maze J itray, 
Be thou the guiding ſtar to mark my way. 
Conduct the ſteps of my unguarded youth, 
And point their motions to the paths of Truth. 
Prote& me by thy providential care, 
And teach my ſoul & avoid the tempter's ſnare, | 
Thro' all the varied ſcenes of human life, 
In calms of eaſe, or bluſtring ſtorms of grief; 
Thro' every turn of this inconſtant ſtate, 

Preſerve my temper equal and ſedate. 

Give me a mind that bravely dares deſpiſe 

The low deſigns and artifice of Vice. 

Be my religion ſuch as taught by thee, ; 
Alike from Pride and Superſtition free, 
Inform my judgment, rectify my will, 

Confirm my reaſon, and my paſſions till, 
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To gain thy favour be my only end, 
And to that ſcope my every action tend. 
Amidſt the pleaſures of a proſp'rous ſtate, | 
W hoſe flatt'ring charms too oft the mind elate, 
Still may I think to whom thoſe joys I owe, 
And bleſs the bounteous hand from whence they flow. 
Or if an adverſe fortune be my ſhare, 
Let not its terrors tempt me to deſpair; | 
But bravely arm'd a ſteady faith maintain, 
And own all beſt which thy decrees ordain; 
On thy almighty providence depend, 
The beſt protector, and the ſureſt friend. 


Thus on Life's ſtage may I my part maintain, 


And at my exit thy applauſes gain. 


i 
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